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Band of Cupid: : other day — 21 • 0 
A daaun 227 hope my foul revives — 264 © 
4 fond father” s bliſs is to number his race — 235 
train in ruſtic weeds array d „ 
Alexis, @ ſhepherd, young, conſtant, and kind 2 17 9 
l in the Downs the fleet was moor d 41 
dll you who avould wiſh to ſucceed with a lah 1 
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tn they count me ſuch a ninny 

d plague of theſe wenches ! they make ſuch a pother & 
driſe, ſaweet meſſenger of morn 

# calms ſucceed, when terms ave paſt 
4% Chloe came into the room t' other day 


fi Colin rang? d earl one morning in ſpring | 
Delia, bleft wit grace 


4 flows the cool x p54 g vill — 4 
Jamie a9 gang'd Pike his Wop | — | b . 
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A. in a penfre form, Myrtilla ſat — 125 
bent oer the meadows, no matter the day 5 


As on Tay's banks I wander'g, in. ſcarch of my fair 2 ad, 
Aft me, all ye tuneful nine e 25 257 : 


A. T hyrfes reclin'd by her fide he low'd beſt I95 
ds tin ring 7 thro? fereets his trade did cry 185 


As Noi ber day ig Lat in the vale — 198 
At ſetting day, riſing morn 

Attend, all ye fair, and [ll tell you the art — 1135 
Attend, ye nymphs, aublihl impart — 169 
Auſpicious Pires, ard My love — 328 
Away with . / or our danger alarms 163 
A wretch, * Loh tg, with diſdain — 82 
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ALMY fweetneſs, M flowing — 233 
Behold, faireſt Pha en garden ſo fair 179 
Beheld, on Lethe's diſmal fand — 67 
Behold the ſerveet flowers arounl —Z— 19 
Believe me, dear aunt 2 — 57 
Beneath this ſad and ſilent gloom — 132 
Bid me, when forty winters more — 98 
Bloxw, blow, thou winter's wind — 41 
Breathe oft, ye winds, be calm, ye Hiss — 30 
Prig bt Sol is return d, the winter is o % rt 5 
5 are brook, ond 2 brim — 10 
m yon may ai/cover — 41 

By he Ts rinted roſe — > 

2 the gaily-circling glafs — 11 
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AN love be conreut'd by advice — 
Caft, my love, thine eyes around — 8 


| Coe Cupid, ceaſe thy fond alarnjnnꝛ⁊xͥ = 


Ceaſe, ge feducers, pride to take — 
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une, all you young lovers, aubo can with deſpair 316 
Come chear up, my lads, tis to glory aue freer 131. 
Come, Chloe, and give me ſibeet Kit — 191 
Cone, come, bid adieu to fear — — 12 


Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd 325 
bine, come, my good ſhepherds, our flacks wwe muſt I 286 

ſhear | | ; * 
one give your attention to what I uhifeld — 174 


Come here, fellow ſeruantt, and l:jitn toms 307 
Come liſten, and laugh at the time. — 128 
Come live auith me, and be un lot — 200 
Come, Roger and Nell, come, Simkin and Bell 315 
Come, Roſalind, ob come and fie nnnnernn 20 
Come then, come, ye ere. ſeuain. wm 3 
Come, ye party-jargling ſavains — 1}: 
Contented all day ? will fit at your fide — 215 
(pid, God of /oft perfuafion — 55 
pre of voice and air 318, 
Dear Coloe, whilft thus beyond muaſure 286, 


Dear Sylvia, no longer my paſſion. deſpiſe ——= 110 
Declare, my pretty mai — IK... - 
Difend my heart, ye Virgin par. 294 
rink to me only with thint 96e. wnnmmmmmn 114 
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F'RY mortal ſome favpurite pleaſure pura. 


35 
Ev'ry nymph and ſhepherd bring *' — 278 
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Fairer than the of ning lilies s. — 149 
Fair H. be J left, with a cautious dien 244; 
Far 1 the Swan, the erming cobite r 118 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and young | — 122 

980 A3 Fair. 


77 R Aurora, priibes laß — 67 
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Fair Semira, lovely maid 67 
Fame's an echo, prattling double — 12 
Farewel, Ianthe, faithleſi maid — 246 
Farewel, my Paſtora, no longer your ſavain 210 
Farecvel, the ſmoaty town adieu — 247 
Fare vel, ye green fields, and ſeueet groves — 6 
Fly hence, grim Melancholy's trains? 172 
Fly fwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 11 
For warious purpoſe ſerves the fan 48 
Free from ſorrow, free from ftrife — c }] 
Frolic and free, fer pleaſure born . 
From flow'r to flow'r the butterfly —— 49 
From ploughing the ocean, and threſhing mon/ieur 326 
From the man whom I love, tho' my heart 1 d:ſguiſe 230 
From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free — 1 
ANS the deftruftive wiles of man — 04 
| Gay Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain 29} 

; Gentle gales, in pity bear — 2 

Gentle youth, ah! tell me why | 53 
Give me but a auiſt; I expect not to find =. 


Go, lovely ro/?, tell her that waſtes her time and me 119 


Go, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace — — 201 
Go ſeek ſome nymph of humble lot — 9 
Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſees — 


. H. | 

TFT APPY dap, for ever dear ——— 16 
| H Happy the man whoſe wiſh and care — 229 
Hark! hart] oer the plaint, aubai glad tumults aue heartob 
Hark ! Hark ye ! how echoes the horn in the vale 29 


Hark / the birds begin their lay — 175 
Har# ! the horn tails axvay_ — 6 
Hark ! tis J, your own true lover — 260 
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Haſte, hafte, Amelia, gentle fur — 


S NR 


- >. — o 


of the SONGS. v Rm 

Page 

Hale, „ nymph, and each ſavain, to the | 198 
Haſte, haſte, Phillis haſte, tis the firft of the May 283 
Hence with cares, complaints, and frowning 65 
He that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him 218 
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Hift, hiſt, I hear my mother call 270 
Hope, thou nurſe of young deſire — 1 
How — has my time been, what days have I known 280 
How bleft the maid whoſe boſom — 58 
How blithe was I each morn to ſee — 191 
Hew brim-full of nothing*s the lie of a beau 263 
How can I my heart ſurrender | 40 
Hi eaſy was Colin, how blithe and how gay 171 
How fierce is the ſun _ -.- $42 
Hu gentle was my Damon's air — 263 
Hew happy a flate does a miller poſſeſs — 303 


How happy avere my days till now — 55 
How hard is my fate, how deſp rate my flate 


Hau little do the landmen know 289 
How much ſuperior beauty awes — 64 
How pleaſing we find the gay ſports of the field 74 
. 
EALOUSY, begone, and leave me — 14 
Jam young, and I am friendl:/s — 1 
If ever a fond inclination roſe in your beſam 63 


If hwe's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment — 
4 o'er the cruel tyrant love 70 
4 that's all you want, who the plague will be forry 20 
0 theſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r — | 
If tyrant love, with cruel dart 
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aoao that my perſon is charming — 21. 

Ilie the e fearing * — 38 
Dll Jing of my lower all night and all day 302 
I made lowe to Kate © _ — 14 
Inet in our village a ſiuain i other day — 330 


1 met Joung Damon Sane 4. | — 2 


1 L T ambition fire thy mind — 


Lora, Sir 7 you ſeem mighty unealy — 
Love's a feet and ſoft muſician _ 
Love founds th alarm | KAR — 153 


Love's the tyrant of the heart — 
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Pm married, and happy — wwith wonder hear this 42 
In all mankind's promiſcuous race — 85 


In all the ſex foine charms I fn — — 294 
In a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat 
In a ſweet ſummer*s eve, by the frae of a ſtream 335 
In infancy, our hopes and fears | — 69 
In lowe ſhould there meet a fond pair 


Ir purſuit of ſome lambs, from my flocks that 90 
0 have ſtray d | | | 
In wain I ex*ry art aſſay — 5 
In vain I try my eu ry art — 212 
4 jearch'd the ou of ev*ry kind — 234 
L cet my ſhepherd gone aſtray — 120 
Jerk not at once in a female to find — 223 
1 told my nymph, 1 told her true „„ 
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4 Let fops pretend in flames to melt — 329 


Let gay ones and great make the moſt of their fate 54 


Let me wander not unſeen — 222 
Let not rage thy boſom firing — 72 
Let others Damor's præiſe rebearſ⸗ — 203 
Lei rakes and libertines reſign'd — 57 


Let rakes for pleaſure range the tœaun 313 
Let the grave and the gay | | 27 
Lot the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the fwain 80 
Let the tempeſt of war be heard from afar 236 


Life's a garden rich in treaſure © 324 
Live and love, enjoy the fair I 
Long time my heart had ro ]]  — 177 
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ISS Danat, when fair and young — 146 

1 Monfler, away—from chearful day — 70 
More bright the ſun x to dawn — 197 
My banks are all furniſb'd with bees — 224 
My days hawe been ſo wond”rous free — 77 
My dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind — 34 
My Dolly ævas the faireft thing — 59 
My fair, ye fwains, is gone aſtray — 121 
My fond jhephera's of late were fo ble — 3232 
My former time h:zv briſt and gay — 321 
My heart's my own, my will is free — 52 
Myrtilla demanding the aid of my pen — 236 
My remples avith cluſters of grapes I'll entwine 181 

1 

\ TEAR a thick grove, who/e deep 1 3 193 
1 . 5 

Near the fide of a pond, at tht foot of a hill 108 
No longer let whimfical ſong ſters compare 103 
No more the feſtive train I'll join — 163 
No more, ye ſavains, no more upbraiui — 143 
No nymph that trips the verdant plats — 164 
Nor on beds of fading flowers — 13 
No ſhepherd vas like Strephon gay — 267 
Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure _ £9. 
No women her envy can ſmother — 101 
Mao peace ſhall claim its ſoft dominion — 45 
Now Pherbus finketh in the Weſt _ 10 
New pleaſure unbounded reſounds ver the plain 240 
Now the happy knot is gd — 288 
Now the ſummer advances, and pleaſure removes 89 
Now the ewooaland choirifts fing — go 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away — 231 
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O27! my life, ſearch England over — 1; 


O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, — 30 


and bare | 
/ Colin's tender love prſſeſs'd — 44 
O give me that ſocial delight — 82 
O had { been by fate decreed — 52 
O how ſhall I in language weak — 58 
Oh / Phillis, ſhame on you to Jrve a ſabain ſo 107 
Oh ! 'i, Elizium all — 156 
O%, what a fimpleton was I — 9 
Oh ! aubat joys does conqueſt yield — 229 
051 vue thou know what 888 charms 315 
O leave me, in pity — — 9 
O let the danger of a ſon — 71 
O lovely peace, with plenty crowen'd — 100 
O much-low'd fon ! — 71 
Once more PII tune the vocal gell — 319 


Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambrofral feaſs 93 
One Midſummer morning, when nature look'd gay 184 


One morning young Roger accoſted me thus 168 
One Summer eve as Nancy fair — 96 
On his face the vernal roje — — 33 
On Pleaſure's /muoth Win s hoaw old Time 98 


Oons ! neighbour, ne er bluſh for a trifle like this 59 


O Sawney, why leav'ft thou thy Nelly to mourn 344 
O true content. Ae from harms — 304 


P. 


Philira's charms poor Damon took — ibid. 
Pha ! pox o this nonſenſe, I prithee gue: or 168 
Pur/uing beauty men Wo, 241 
Paſo — ut we . bowl, "twill 4 the beart 209 


AR: TE to death wwe well compare — 150 
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ATL no more, ye learned afſes — 14 

Keſolv'd, as her poet, of Celia to fing 160 
8 


AYS Damon to Phillis, Suppoſe my fond eyzs 190 
J See ! from the filent grove, Alexis flies — 233 


dee! the conqu'ring hero comes — 100 
Shepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe ns — 8 
Sick of the town, fair Delia flew _ _ 239 
Since Hodge proves ungrateful — 60 
Since Jenny thinks mean her heart's love to deny 257 
Soft pleaſing pains, unknown before — 309 
dern winter has left us, the trees are in bloom 204. 
Still in hopes to get the better — 53 
Sure Sally is the lowelieſt laſs _ 202 
Sweet are the charms of her I ve — 336 
Caveet Echo, feweeteft nymph, that liv'ft unſeen 129 
Sylvia, wilt thou waſte thy prime — 261 
THAT Jenny my friend, my delight and Þ gg 
my pride | # 
That I might = b, plagu d with the nonſenſe of men 145 } 
That May-day of life is for pleaſure — 3 
The blitheft bird that ſings in May — 249 
The breed came forth frae the barn — 227 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 321 
The faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board 154 
The feflive board was met — 331 
The flame of love fincere I felt — 189 
The fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride 14 | 
The gaudy talip ſavells with pride - -: 03M 
The glitt ring ſun begins to riſe 125 


The golden radiance of the ſun — 


The heavy hours arc almoſt paſt | 
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The Honeſt heart, auheſe thoughts are chor 94 
The kind appointment Celia made — 75 
The ladies look gay, when of beauty they boaſt '271 
The lark”s Brill notes awake the morn — 183 
The martial heſt aud tcnied plain — 39 
T he miſer thus a fhilling ſees 334 
The morning freſh, the ſun in Faft — 256 
T he moruing”s freſhneſs calls me forth — 23 
T he neu flonun: hires the ſpepherds ſing N 
Then hey for a frolicſems life — 0 


The 2 that I low'd was as i ai day 144 


The proſpect clear d, around is heard — $1 
The ſhepherds plain life, avithout guile, without Nrifers8 
T he filver moon's enamour'd beams — 238 
The ſoldier tir'd of war's alarms — 7; 
Toe fun from the Eaſt tips the meuntaius with geld 43 
The ſur. in virgin luſtre ſhone — 297 
7 he ſun like any bridegroom gay 22 
The fwain, with his el ty a brook lowes to ret 338 
Che fevcets of pence ſhall be our an — 41 
Ye traveller benighted — — 85 
T he truths that I Hing. none deny mne — 32 
The virgin, when ſoſten d by May — 79 
The wanton god <vho pierces hearts — 253 
The wicked wits, as fancy hits — 291 
T he women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs” 247 

Ne avoodlark whiſtles thro the grove — 143 
The world is a well-furniſ'd table — 62 


The world, my dear Myra, is full of diceit — 112 
There was a jelly miller once | | | 


ig 53 
There's grinders enough, Sirs, of ev'ry degree 3 9 
Think, my faireſt, how delay . 56 
Tho' Chloe's out of faſhion — 113 


Tho” his paſſion, in filence, the youth <veuld conceal 25 
Tho" my dreſs, as my manners, is /tinfle and plain 49 


The my features I'm told — 5 
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Thou 351 Below offspring of Puck 


Three goddeſſes ſtanding together 


5 father 1 away I renounce the foft claim 
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a twelvemonth ago; nay, perhaps » hey are twain 299 
Tis not evealth, it is not birth 


J. curb the will with vain pretence 


To dear Amaryllis, young Strephon had long 
#4 eaſe his heart and own his flame 


Twether let us range the 


fields 


To HandelPs plenf % __ as Chloe ſung 


To keep my ET 
ſom loves Mary pa £ 


ing well 
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Too late for redreſs. and too ſoon for my eaſe 
Too long a giddy wand*ring youth 


Tr frob and complain, alike 1 diſdain 


To ſpeak my mind of womankind 
fo yonder beech'*s friendly ſhade 


Truft me, would you taſte true Pleafare | 


'Tawvas at the gate of Calais 
Twas early on a holiday 


Tas when the ſeas were TY 


AIN is 1 


Vain is ery fond endeavour 
Vainly now ye ftrive to charm me 
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207 
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139 
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209 
116 
334 
65 


3 
7 r 


Firgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre 
Foxws of love fond ever word | — 
AS ever * Allow 1 Ape dui a vixen 60 
Was T jure a life to — 
*—% parte 2 the ſea 
Well, come, let us bear «what the foogin me muſt poſſeſs = 
Vell 5 pretty yy | — 
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Mell, well, ſay no more — 94 
Were I as poor as wretch could ble — 322 
We women like weak Indians trade ww." 
What a blockhead is he that's afraid to die poor 34 
What beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight — 136 


What means that tender figh, my dear =, a] 
What med'cine can ſoften the beſom's keen ſmart 211 


What ſadneſ; reigns over the plain — 176 
What fhepherd or nymph of the grove — log 
What's javeeter than the neau-bloaun roſe 10 
What ibo the bloom of ſpring is gone — 18: 
When all the Attic fire was fled — 300 
When a maid, in way of marriage — 267 
When Bacchus, jolly god, invites _— 76 
When beauty on the lowers foul — 40 


When Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 1) 
When bluſhes dy d the cheek of mern — 152 
When Britain firſt at heav'n's command — 250 
Whence can you inherit /o ſlaviſb a ſpirit — 51 


When daifies py'd and vi lets blue — 263 
When fairies dance round on the graſs  — 317 
When Fanny to woman is growing apace 8 
When far from faſhions gilded ſcene — Fo 


, When firſt by fond Damon F lawella was ſeen 221 


When forc d from dear Hebe to go — 117 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came 

When J enter'd my teens, and threw 5 s aſide 121 
When I was a young one, what girl was lik me 323 


When late a fimple ruſtic laſs — 47 
When late I wander'd oer the plain — 32 

When mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman's food 205 
When once 1 with Phillida ftray'd _ 178 
When once love's ſubiil — gains — 52 
When Phebus the tops of the hills does adarn 200 
When real joys abe miſs ——— 68 
. | . When 
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When the head of poor Tummas was broke | 
When the 7 were contending for beauty and fame 258 


When trees did bud, and fields were green 126 
When vapours o'er the meadow die — * 
ben awe ſee a lower langui ſp — G 
When you meet a tender creature — 4 
When youth mature to manhood grew — 30 
Where ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter —— 84 
Where the jeſſamin ſwweetens the bow'r — 281 
Wherever I'm going, and all the day long 187 
Mere virtue encircles the fair — 216 


Which is beſt, ye caſuiſts ſay — 87 


While beaus to pleaſe the ladies write — 138 
While bloſſoms deck each werdant ſpray — 280 
While others barter eaſe for late — 134 
While others ſtrip the new-faln fnows — 243 
bilſ merit and reaſon give ſanction to love 15 
bo d know the faveets of liberty — 232 
Who'll buy a heart? Mytilla cries 316 
Why heawes my fond boJom — 269 
Why hob now, Miſs Pert —— 4 
Wey ſhould I now, my fair, complain — 50 
Why will Delia thus retire — 170 
Vith doubts and fears for her I love — 41 
% horns, and with hounds, I waken the day 343 
With Phillis Dll trip o'er the meads — 28 
With Phæbus J often aroſe — 304 


With ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen are ſeen 
With the man that I love, was I deſtiu' d to dabei! 4 


With women and wine I defy ev'ry care — 204 
Weuld you tafte of freedoms charms _ 3J 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air — 252 
Wauld you with ber you love be bleſs == 218 
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E belles and beaux, attend my fong =" 20 

Ye belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert . things 300 

Te chearful virgins, have ye ſeen _ 72 

Ye fair married dames — 130 
Ye fair poſed of ev'ry charm — 120 
Ze fair who ſhine thro" Britain ie — 161 


Ye lads, and ye laſſes, who bloom in your prime 38 


Te mortals wwhom fancies and troubles perplex 220 


Ye nymphs wha to the throne of love — 27 
Yes, In in love, J. feel it noxv — 319 
Ye favains who reap the ripen d corn — 86 
Tie true honeſt Britons, Who love your own land 196 
Tie virgin, attend — — 7 
Ye xwarblers; while Strephon I mourn — == 244 
Yield whe auill to forms a martyr 474 
Leung Colin-protefts. Pm his joy and ain — 254 
Young Colin ſeeks my heart to mm, — 2 
Young Colin ſought my heart to gain — 206 
Yr oung Colin was the bonnieft yur) — 114 
Young Daphne wwas the prettieſt maid — 306 
Young I am, and fore afraid — 59 
Young Fockey-he courted foveet Meggy jo fair 262 
Young 1 who lives at the foot of the hill 60 
Young Phillis ane moraing a maying would 91 
Heng Jeng a ſhepherd, the ras of . I09 


Toung Strephon forg doated on Plate the 15 102 
Young 3 artliſs, the dangerous /wain 93 
You /ay, at your fret, that I wept in deſpair — 208 
You ſpotted ſnakes, avith double tongue — 97 
Tou tell us Im handſome, I know not how true 206 
You've ſure forgot, dear mother miune— 33 
Yau vile pack 19 — 270 
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NGLISH SYREN. 
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ie New Engliſh Opera of The Maid of the Mill. 


Cnoxvs. 
REE from forrow, free from firife, 
Oh how bleſt the miller's life! 
g throꝰ the day, 
Still he laughs and ſings away. - 
ht can vex him, 
Noug at pe Lg him, 5 


: ver. | 7 * 
Let the 41 reat enjoy the biegts "I 
a . 


with in gent 4 ſent. & 
"lor than fg grandeur ofier — 
ent) aud cantent! 
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THE BRENT; 


8 0 N G. * 2 By | 
Sung by Miſs BAM ENT, in The Maid of the Mil 
AS 1 ſure a life to ledd. 
Wretched as the vileſt ſlave, 

Ev'ry hardſhip wou'd I brave, 
Rade toil, ſevereſt need, 

Ere yield my hand fo coolly 

To the man who never truly | 
Could my heart in keeping have. 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 
Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe ; 
Take to them your love, I conjure you, 
And in mercy ſet me at eaſe. 


a oy, F N SONG III. * 36-88 >» boy 

1 by Mis Bx ENT, ia The Maid of the Min. 
"RUST me, would you taſte true Pleaſure, 

Without mixture, without meaſure; - 

No Wok ſhall you find the treaſure 
Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene : 

Bleft, who, no falſe glare requiring, 

Nature $ roral ſweets admiring, _ 

Can, from graſſer joys retiring, 

Seek the imp and ſerene. 


me 


wo © % 


9 8 ON G 7 1 . 
l 2 Lurz, e 

n S. Boyce. Ser by My. Cha. Lampe 

OUNG Colin ſeeks my heart te move, 

re Wiege, d, wocd of 

| Of pant an ERS, 20 aged . 

| * 

| Of An bow, and bleeding heart; 

| 1% I cannot bear it, Box 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 3. 
He ſays I'm pretty—— mighty well; | 
And Var . . ſtill; I 
bs” And ſenſible, I ſwear it: | | 
But words, you know, are nought but wind ; - Y 
Unleſs he'll freely tell his mind, 1 

I vow I cannot bear it. 49 


The ſhepherd dances blithe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his pipe can play; | 
I own I like to bear it: . 
But down-caſt looks, and hums and haws, 
So badly plead a lover's cauſe, 
I vow 1 cannot bear it. 
I wiſh ſome friend] 745 or ſwain 
Would bid the baſhful boy ſpeak plain, 
+ © (I wonder he ſhould fear it)) 
25 I'd then take courage, like my ſex, 
ze honeſt youth no more to vex, / 
re, But wed him, I declare it, 5 
80 NG V. e 
Sung by Met. Lau:, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set Mr. Charles Lampe. by 
OME then, come, ye ſportive ſwains z . 
Hither, jocund nymphs, advance; 
Oer the ſmooth enamell'd green, 
Lead along the ruſtic dance. e. 
Come, your grateful tributes pay, * 
Hail the rofy morn of May. * 
Now again the riſing year a 7 
Calls us forth to mirth and jo 


Fang Brief, nor fordid care, 
Shall our feſtive rites annoy. 
dwell then, ſwell the chearful lay, - + 1 
Hail the roſy morn of May. ef Vi ee TS | 
4 | B + ä + $SO/N G 


1 
x 
* * 


THE B R E N T; 


"Wot ee | 
Sung by Miſs Halt am, in The Maid of the Mill. 


I FH the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to 
dwell, 


|! 
1 On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
| 
! 
| 


4 


Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 

Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar . $ 
1 yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures ! ?tis all they can taſte. 


SON G VIL BY 
Lane by Mr. SHUTER, ia The Maid of the Mill 
HY how now, Miſs pert 


: Do you think * wert 
My anger by fawning and reking ? 
| Wou'd you make me a fool, 


Your play-thing, your wol? 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking ? 


Get out of my fi ght! | 
would be ſe 3 you rig 
To lay a ſound doſe of the lat 5 ; 
"Contradit our Mamma! 
I've a mind by the la- 
But I won't pol myſelf i in a paſſion. 


SON G VIII. 
Sung by Mr. Dinpzx, in The Maid of the Mill 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good-nature ; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe.” 


: _ 1 BY 
& 15 0 
Ha . 
» 
* 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 
Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 


. In your boſom warm and preſs heerr,.ſW 
10 Morning. noon, and night, careſs herr, 
And be fond as fond can be. EL 

But if one you moet that's frow- ard, 


Saucy, jilting, and untow- ard, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
*Tis to mend her ne'er the whit. 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 
ac'd, Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go, and never mind her; 


44+ Heart alive, you're fairly quit. , 4 
2 SONG Is. 5 


The SEASON of LOVE. 
lug by Mrs. Laure, at Marybone-Gardens, and by 
M.. DEARLE, at the Grotto- Garden. 
Set by Mr. Lampe. | 


RIGHT Sol 1s return'd, the winter is o'er, 

His all-cheering beams do nature reſtore; 
The cowſlip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 
lach garden, each orchard, does fragrance diſcloſe; 
The birds chearful notes are heard in each grove, , ' 
All nature confeſſes the Seaſon of Love. * 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come trippiag amain, 
All haſten to join in th&ſports of the plams 


£2? 


Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, ,  -_ 
te face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmilmm 


The heart that's ſincere in affection, may prove + 
| nature's force the Seaſon of Loose. 


a 8 60 185 nil $53: 32465 5 
come then, Phil der, with Sylvia away . ID 
ur friends that _— us ge delay; 3 

Fi x WS. x 


6 TRE BRENT; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin ; 
I'll firive, for my ſhepherd, the garland to win. 
But ſee his approach, whom my heart does approve, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the Seaſon of Love. 
Sung by My. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill. 
| TIA hey for a frolickſome life; 
Pl ramble where pleaſures are rife; 
Strike up with the free-hearted laſſes, 
And never think more of a wife. 
PlwKhvague on it, men are but aſſes, _ 
I To run after noiſe and ſtrife. + 
Had we been together buckled, 
 *Twould have prov'd a fine affair; 
= Dogs would have bark'd.at the cuckold, 
And boys pointing cry'd — Look there. 


- SOC XF: :-: 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall-Gardens. 
MCT Soak 
TDAREWELL, ye green fields and ſweet groves, 
Were Phillis engay'd my fond heart; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And nature is dreſs'd without art:: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, e 
Nor muſic can jolt me to reſt; © - 
For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 
And Strephon can never be bleft.. © 
Oft times, by the fide of a ſpring, + 
Where roſes and lilies appear, 
Gay Phillis of Strephon would fing 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear: 


By 


ye, 


roves, 


By 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 7 


But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that * in my breaſt, 

She then, to my griet and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid whe, a jeſt, 


Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt : 
Beware then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquettes, who to love make pretence ; 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, 
If nature had bleſt her with ſenſe. 


| $+Þ 
s ON G XI. 
lug by Mr, G1150n, at Vauxhall. Se by Mr. Yates, 


FE virgins, attend, 
Believe me your friend, 
Aa — prudence atkew. to my plan; 
Ne'er 1 it be ſaid. | 
There goes an old maid, 
But get married as faſt as you can. 
As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To best quick at the fi ght.of a man; 
I Then chooſe out FL outh 
Of honour and 125 
And get married as falt as you can. 
For age, like a cloud. 
Vour charms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this whimſical life's but a St 22 
Then, maids, make our ha 
While de his ray, © 4g 
And cer e ue 708 eh” | 
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Her heart pants for 


"HE :BR&jEREMT; 


The treacherous rake 
7 Will artfully * s 
v'ry method r girls to tr 4 
8 baſe cel, ſhare, Form | 
Make virtue your care, 
And get married as faſt as you can, 
And when Hymen's bands 
. Have join'd both your hands, 
The beaght flame ſtill continue to fan; 
eber harbour the ſtings 
That jealouſy brings; 
But be conſtant, and bleſt while > you can. 
- $09 NG AH. 
The MAID's ADVICE. 
Sung by Miſs WEARMAN, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Yates. © 


S would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt ev'ry humour try; 


Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 


Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 8 


Soft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we wiſh to gain; 
Tho' we're ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 


If you purſue, we xt in vain. 4 
2 $ONG. XIV. LEED 
Sung by Mr. Vzrnov, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Yates. 


W HEN Fanny to woman is growing: Ad: 


The roſe-bud beginning to blow on her face; 


For Mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares nat aJots. 
Packing, but opal ome 


SS GR RotmH)Y MT ” jj TH mo Wm wt” 


. ty, on, 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 
No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 
Than, among the gay youths, a tyratrit ſhe reigns ; 
And finding w beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what, 
Tho? all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it about, 

At court, park, and play, the ridotto, and rout ; 
Tho! flatter'd, and envy'd, yet pines at her lot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 
A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 

From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing *tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell hat, 


644 If Ve fair, take advice, and be bleſt while you maß; 
Each look, word, and action, your wiſhes betray ;.. 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conjugal knot, 
Tho? they pant e ex ſo much, you'll ſoon know for what. 
SONG XV. 
, Sung by Mi, BxenT, in The Maid of the Mill. 
| O * leave me in pity ; the falſehood I ſcorn ; 
For ſlander, the boſom untainted defies ; 
But rudeneſs and inſult are not to be borne, 
Tho offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 
Of woman defenceleſs, how cruel the fate! 
Paſs ever ſo cautious, ſo blameleſs her way, 


ll nature and envy lurk always in wait, 
And innocence falls to their fury: a hes,” 


8 F 
* dung by Mije PoITIER, is The Maid of the Mil 
ell. 2. what 8 Gmpleton was I. 


9 


r 


To meth my bleed amet. 
: OW la ee down, rain. fool, 3 
I * ts love _ another mate, 2 a 
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THE BREN * 


No tears; alack ! 9 
Will call him back, 


No tender words his heart Awe K N50 


I could bite 8 55 1 
My tongue thro” . 5 © 
Some plague panic me, that's for ſure. . 


SON'G XVII. 

Sung by Mr. Bran, in Comus. 
OW Phoebus finketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jelt ; 
Midnight ſhouts an revelry, 

Tipſy dance, and jollity: 

Braid your Jocks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine; 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 

Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous head; 

Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 

Y - dimpled brook and fountain brim, | © 
B The 8 deck'd with daiſies has, 4 


eir merry (merry) wakes and paſtimes 
What has night to do with ſleep? 7 7 


SONG XVII. 
Sung in Comus. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Night has better ſweets to prove, © LAN 
'Venus now wakes and wakens abe 
ra i a Ed. 
"BY 
LE 0 N G 


x1 4 7 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 1 

i SONG XIX. 
bukErro. S Cemus. Set by Dr. Arne. 
] ROM tyrant laws. and cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet variety ; 


By turns we drink, and dance, and ling, 
Time for ever on the wing. 


4 Why ſhould ni rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 
No dull ſtinting hour we own, 
Pleaſure counts our time alone, 


SONG XX. "© 

Sung by Mr. BzarD, in Comus. 
 Y the gaily-circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 
By the hollow caſk are toll | 

How the waning night grows old, 

How the waning night 1 * old: 

Soon, too ſoon, the 2 

Drives us from our f. * 1 play: 
What have we with day to do? 

Sons of Care, *twas made for you, 

Sons of Care, twas made for you. 


SONG XXI. ä 

dug by Mr. Bran, in Comus. Set by Dr. Ame. 

2 LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive _ . 

4 Thename wo ſoft tranſportsthat deauty cangive; 

24 e bowPs fralick joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, Meld the raptures of love. _ 
Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain; 


Pow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a 2 
The moſt ſplendid wh ep grows dark as grave; 3 


8 N give, e gods,. er taks back what ys 
$0NG 


$ ON G xx. 
PO Sung in Comns, 
AME's an echo, prattling double, 
L An empty, airy, glitt'ring bubble; 
A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it; 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it: 
Why then, why ſuch toil and pain, 
Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain? * 
Like her ſiſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the work her favour find, * 


8 O N G XXIII. : 
Sang by Miſs Bu Ex, . Miſs Poitier, and M. 
axe. in Comus. Cer by Dr. Arne. 
IVE and love, enjoy the fair; 
Baniſh forrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Age has had his ſhare of play; 
But youth's ſport begins to day, X 
From the fruits of ſweet delight | 
Let no ſcare-crow virtue fright ; 
Here, in pleafure's vineyards, we 
. Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


80 NG XXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Marroeks, in Comus. 
"FYOME, come, bid adieu to fear ; 
Love and harmony live here ; 
No domeſtic jealons jars, . 
Buazing flanders, wotdy wars 
In my preſence will appear: 
Love aud barmovy, reign here. 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 1g: 
Sighs to am'rous ſighs returning, | | 
— beating, boſoms burning, 
— with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to f thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 
All the woes you need to fear : 
Love and harmony reign here. | 
FF 
Sung by Miſs Poi r IE R, in Comus. 
YOK on beds of fading flow'rs, 
++ | Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 
Will true pleaſure — reſide: 
On awful vi s hill ſublime 
Enthron'd fits the immortal fair ; 
Who wins her height muſt patient climb; 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care; 
So, from ha firſt, did Jove | ordain 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


Mr, 


ok ONG XXVI. 
2 Mr, Howard. 
T = and rifin morn, 
With Sd that ſtil! Bal love thee, 
4 I'II aſk of heav'n thy fafe return, 
With all that can improve thee': 
I'll vifit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and {bid m blaſh, b 
Whilſt round thou diſt infold me. 
To all our haunts thou didft repair, 
By green-wood, ſhaw, or fountain; 
Or where the ſummer's day 1 I'd hae 7 
;ghs With you upon yon mountdih + _— 
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14 THE! BRENT; - 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 

My heart, which cannot wander. 


5 SONG XXVII. 
On the MARRIAGE ACT. 
'T fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride ; 
For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakedneſs 


hide: K 
The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 


In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 
In. one days of yore they ne'er troubled their heads 
In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds ;_ 

But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd courſe, 
E'en took one another, for better, for worſe, _ 
Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be.great; 
Let love be thy jointure ; ne'er mind an eſtate: 
You can never be poor, who have all thoſe charms ; 


+$ 


„„ % 
Sung by Mr. Dir DEN, in The Maid of the Mill, 


N they count me ſuch a ninny, | 
A So tec them rule the . 
'Il bet any one a guinea, Nele 
That they've ſumm'd without their hoſt. 
But if I don't play em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that is fairly worth two of it, 


* 


Why then let me pass 
For 6 190) and! an. af. 


Thought his Work as 


And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my arms. 


© = — ÞI2I' wy >= = £7 =D ) - at 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. ug 


But if I don't play em, in lieu of it, 
A trick that 1s fairly worth two of it, 
Why then let me paſs. 
For a fool and an aſs. 8. 75 
bung by Mr. BEAR D, ix The Maid of the Mill. 


0 | DDS my life! ſearch England over, 
= CY An you match her in her ſtation, 
| I'll be bound to fly the nation: 
And be ſure as well 1 love her. 


2 Do but feel my heart a beating, 
5 Y Still her pretty name repeating : 
K Here's the work tis always at, 
e, Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 
D When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
"I What on yearth can ſweeter be? 
Then her little eyes fo twinkle, 
nA Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. 


wb Mr. By EA 8 . EY. 
abr merit __ reaſon give ſanction to love, 
How can ye, ye fair ones, my paſſon reprove? 
for none but the prude the ſoft —— difdaies, * | 
And ſhe boaſts of a virtue which yet ſhe but n 


Genteel is my Damon, en engaging his air; 

And his res, like the morn, 1s both ruddy and fair : 
No vanity ſway him, no folly is ſeen ; en 

Jut open's his temper, and noble's his mien. 


With prudence illumin'd his actions appear; 

His paſſions are calm, and his judgment is clear 3 

loft love fits enthton'd inthe bonne of his eyes ; 

He's manly, yet tender 1. fond, Oy he's wike. 
ö © __ 


3 
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6 õr THE BRENT; 

He's yourg and good-humour'dy he's gen dus and 
A 

And his voice can, like muſic, dre away; 

An amiable ſoftneſs ſtill dwells on his ſpeech; 

He's willing to learn, tho” he's able to teach. 

He has promis'd to love me as long as I live, 

And his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive : 


Then blame me, ye virgins, if juſtly you can; 
For merit and fondneſs TR the man. + 


SONG XXXI. 
Sung by Miſs Po1T1ER, in The Maid of the Mill, 
1 AM young, and I am friendleſs, 
And poor, alas! withal; _ 
Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call. | 
Have ſome pity in your nature, 
To relieve a wretched creature, | 
| Though the gift be ne'er ſo fmall, 
May you, 8 every bleſſing „ 
Still inherit, Sir, a you merit, ir, 
And never know what it 4 to want; 
Sweet Heaven, your worſhip all happineſs grant. 
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$ONG XXXII. 


mt re 5 My, Weldon, © 

j i] kT ambition fire thy mind; 8 
Elk L Thou wert born o'er man to rej 
. follow flocks defign'lt: © | - 
N | | 1 Scorn thy crook, and * the Me”: 

2s | Crown PH throw beneath thy feet; 
Yi Ten on necks. of kings malt tread ; 5 Ty 

Wit e oys ſhall meet, 
Hil hes Sachs , 5 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 


and I Let not toils of empire fright; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are: 
Y 5 . . » Thou ſhalt — know delight, 
All the joy, but not the care. 
She herd, if thou'lt yield the pri 
For the bleſſings v deb, 0 * 
Joyful I'll Moone the ſkies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


„„ A -  AAG 
The MODEST. QUESTION. 
11 | AN love be controul'd by advice? 


Can madneſs and reaſon agree ? 
O Mony! who'd ever be wiſe, 
If madneſs is loving of thee ? 
Let ſages 7 to irt 
The joys rits to ale; 
Let me ſeize l Tin Time 5 he thes, | 
And the bleflings of life while "x lf: 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy 4 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too late may repent being coy : 
Q = Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
4+ — Till our beſt blood begins to run cold? 
Our youth-we can have but to-day ; 
We may always find time to grow old, 


\..,.$ON G XXIV». 
4 Favourite Two-Part Song. Se by Mr. Travers, 


The Words by Matt. Prior. 


Wii Bibothought fit from the world to retreat, 
As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid; - | 
He wou'd be xow'd/ back, for he was not yet dead. 

"a } 3 7 | «6 Trim p 
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18 THE BR ENT; 


% Trim the boat, and ſit quiet 15 tern Charon 
| reply'd ; 
* You 7 . have forgot—you were drank when you . 
| y? Io :* | | 


3 as 
SONG XXXV. 
AN E 
HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his filver ſtream, 
How briſk the n mphs, the ſwains how gay ! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 
2 birds in livelier concert ſung, 


grapes in thicker cluſters hung 3 
Wl All look'd as joy could never fail 

Wl Among the ſweets of Arno's Vale. 

| But ſince the good Palemon dy'd, 

1 The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 


Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 

To que rag men, an Iron race : 

The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er; 

Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
| The Muſes droop, the Coche revail; 

Adieu the 4 of Arno's V Vale! . 


5 8 ONO Ul. 
Sung by M, Poi IEA, in The Maid of the Mill. 
3 Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy, 


AI * 


But I the refuſal can bear; 
I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 
Nor die, in a fit of deſpair. _ 


If fo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken ;. 
For, Sir, for to let you to know, 
'm not.ſuch a maiden forſaken, 


--Hur have 5 eee to my 1 f 
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ON 


you 


Wo 


1 


or, ENGLISH SYREN, 


SONG XXXVII. 


O ſpeak my mind ef womankind, 
n one word tis this, 


By nature they're deſign'd 

To ſay and do amiſs. 
Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives; 


Wanton, head 


ng, cunning, vain, | 


Born to cheat, and give men pain. 


Their ſtudy, 
1s miſchief, 
And if we ſhould prevent 


day and night, 
'their delight ; 


At one door the intent, 


EH 


Witch all the bright beauties they wear ; 

Yet none on the p!ains can be found, 
So lovely, fo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia 1s fair : | 

Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, 
No longer in filence remain, | 
No longer in filence remain, 

Oh! lend a fond lover your notes, 
To ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain. 


Oft times in yon flowery vale © 
I breathe my complaints in a org, 
Fair Flora attends the ſad tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the bordete along, 


"And ſweetens the borders along. 


They quickly turn about, 
And find another 


Out. 


SONG XXXVIII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
OLD the ſweet flowers around, 


. 


Sung by Mr. Snurzx, in The Maid of the Mill. 


__ THE BREN T; 


But Celia, whoſe aeg ight perfume _ 
The boſom'of Flora in May, - 

The boſom of Flora in May, 

Still frowning, pronounces my doom 

| Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay,” _ 11 
Nee. 
Sung by Mr. Dis DIN, i The Maid of the Mill. 
F that's all you want, who the plague will be ſorry? 

T were better. by half to dig ſtones in a quarry; WW ++ 
For my ſhare, I'm weary, of what is got by't: 
S'fleſh ! here's ſuch aracket, ſuch ſcolding and coi ing, 
You're never content, but when folks are a toiling, 

And drudging like horſes from morning till night, 
You think I'm afraid, but the diff rente to ſhew you, 
F irſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſaclæs too Ithrow you; 

Henceforward, take care of your matters who will: 
They re welcome to ſlave for your wages chat need em 
Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd m freedom, 
And never hereafter ſhall work at the mill. 

4 0 N 5 XL. 

1 Set by Dr. Ame. i 
OME, Roſalind, oh, come and ſee. 

What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee; 

The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear: 
The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love, 
Now warble out their — sof love; 
For thee they ſing. and roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come, 
And Colin thee invites to come. 


* 


Come, 


ge, 


— nn gn OY. > ane, Any EL 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 21 
Come, Roſalind, and Colin join; 1 


My tender flocks and ali are thine, ; 


If love and Roſalind be near, 

*Tis May and pleaſure all the years. | 
'Tis May and pleaſure all the 

Come, ſee a cottage and a N 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ? 


Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain? 


Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Colin calls, then h away, 


For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


SONG xLI. 
Sung in As you like it. 


LOW, blow, thou winter's wind! 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As man's ingratitude : 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy breath be rude, 
Altho” thy breath be rude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter fiy ; 
Thou doft not bite ſo nigh, 


Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 


As benefits forgot : | 
Tho? thou the waters warp, 
Thy 8 
Tho' thou the waters. ' 
Thy ſting is not ſo 

A friends remember ew 4, 


k * — 


s 


* 7 


77 


22 


THE BALNT; > 
8. ON G XLII. 


Sung by Mr. Lows, at Marybone-Gardens. 


e 


Set by Mr. Lampe. 
HE Sun, like any bridegroom gay, 
Roſe to falute the 5 ae . 
e flow'rets hail'd the birth of ay, 
And birds began to ſing, 
When Damon tript it o'er the Plain, 
Dear Chloe's heart to win; 3 | 
But at the window tapt in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


| Beſide the manſions where the great 


From glorious feats retir' d, 
The Druids us'd to eelebrate 
The virtues they admir'd 8 
Love whiſ 'd then in Damon's ear, 
And his ſong begin 


And thus he ſi d ay fair, 1 75 


In hopes ſhe'd et 


$0 deer his ſong, the maiden .. 


ural plain attire ; 


Aud like the genial feafon glows, 


With thrilhog, ſoft defice: | + , 
love controul d,. 
Why this din? 
Why wake me tha? Pro often told 

. I ne'er would let you in. e g. 


I ee his crmeke als. 


1 ** 
er 23 
4 1 


And kiffd her oer and 


And Who, od Joon i e N 


To church men; 7 


— rare 4g 2 Ps RO —— — 


* 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 2; 


SONG XLIII. 
The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS, 
a CanTaTa. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


Sung by Mr, PxEnTiCs, and Miſi Brown, at 
Sadler's-Wells. 


dhepherd. ReciTarTive. 
HE morning's freſhneſs calls me nb, 
To view creation crown the . | 
Ark. 1 J 

Come, m Lucy, come away, 

Share with me this ſun-ſhine day; 

Sweets of May make nature gay, 

Come, my Lucy, come away. 


Shepberde/s. " RueriTaTive, | + 
Ah! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
Im Foes.” this moment by a bee. 

dbepherd. „ 

f you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a 

Then think what you give to a ede, — 
When ſcornful you fly from his E 18 

A bee's ſingle fling —— a little wh marts.” | ; 

But wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherds hearts, | 
When laſſes will give — airs. 


£ 4 Fs 


15 dern ſhepherd, (RY — mani like th bs, 
uzzing a AS 
And — the be 1227 g ood ee 

| ging N the foree of love's ing 
A once, like the bee, the erd 2 - 


And laughing he leaves her 4 
Shepherd. RxciraArivz. CFR 


Then fix me st ones for the reſt of my life, 


N and laſs, let ind wife, | 
0 F Lege | 


4 HE BRENT; 


Maids well ſhould beware ere td that they conſent, 
Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiſure repent ; 
We ſhould look ere we leap, tis a lott'ry for life, 
Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and his wife 
Y 1 | | 
| Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſueh misfortunes may 


But we buy wedlogk's tickets with true love for love; 
And ſince ee prize in the lott'ry for life, 
| We ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we're made man 


and wife. 8 
.  Shepherde/r. 5 
Shall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be ruPd ; 
To my children a flave,” by my huſband be foo!'d; | 
The day ſpent in trouble, the night waſte in ftrife ? 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife. 
We a wiſe take, tis ſaid, e'er for better or worſe ; 
«therefore is either a bleſſing or curſe; 

Let us ſhew, by example, the blefiings of life 
| Can only be found in a man and his wife. 

But ſee the ſun ſetting, the clouds ſkirt with gold, 

Aud nibbling flocks riſing, repair to their fold; = 


— I I end fyrther firife, | 
And to-morray', my dear, we'll be made man and Y | 
— 8 | agg 2 


* - — 4 5 o 1 — 31 , 
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. * - 

8 * ** , " 5 ; 2 Fa, 4 ; 

. * O * 4 +7 * ** — 4 an 3 2 +44 ® 
; 8 N 
* 4 * , 
* — 
— 


Or, ENGEISH SYREN, 25 


8 NG XIIV. : 
Sung by Miſs Wercur, at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Goodwin, 

HO” his; paſſion, in filence, the youth would 


conceal, 
Vhat his tongue would not utter his eyes ſtill ral, 
Ind by ſoft Job glances unwillingly prove, 


hat they are rhe tell- tales of Celadon's love. 


o the grove, or the green, to the dance, or the fair, 
berever I go, my blithe ſhepherd is there; 

| know the 2 youth by his bluſh and his ſmile, 
ind ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile. 


bo! indiff rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
ee inſenfibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

,? de talks to another, with pleaſure I fee, 

ho? his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. 


ren he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear 

: Wi hould 4 ay what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt to hear: 
' . Whould he mention his Jove, the? my pride wou'd deny, 
ly heart e Lee. fond DE T | 


SON 0 XLV. 
Sung by Mr. Gilsox, at Vauxhall. 
Y E belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 
Ill tell you ſomething new; 5 
Perhaps 1 Pre ſmile, and think me wrong; 
* Tho? e, by 4 find it true. | 
: In davs 3 ore, hiſtorians ſay, 
"Twas wiſdom bore the prize ; 
But modern times have chang'd the . 
n folly to be To EY 


l, 


. 


Let 


HE; BiRIEN in 
Let no grave Cymid take offence, 
And think me too unkind ; | 
All boaſt of wiſdom's but proteivce, i. 0 
Our paſſions make us blind. 4 * 
Obſerve, at Church, the learned pref, 
; He bids you temp'rance — n 5! 
Yet o'er his bottle; at a feaſt,” 
"Tis folly to be wiſe. + 


No more thoſe muſty Tales garde, 
Once taught in heathen ſchools; 
8 me (for I tell you true) 
The ancients were but fools. 
As thro? life's ſtream we glide along, 
We diffrent paſſions prize; | R 
But be the burden of my Ds. „ 
'Tis n to 1 n 


s ON G XLVI. 


Sung by Miſi WEARMAN, at Vauxhall. +1 
| Set by Signior Giardini. 
6 gales, in pity bear | 

My ſighs, my tender ig n 1 5 


To my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. l 


Near ſome'mgfly fountain's ſide. 1 nd 8 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 
Where bubbling ftreams in murmurs glide, 


Fou will the dear deluder find. 12 8. - 
Gentle gales, in pity beer 

My ſighs, my tender ſighs away 2 
To my cruel Strephon's eeeer _, 80 


+ All my ſoft 2 convey. 


Tel 


11 
rere 


el 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 7 
Tell the falſe one, how I mourn, | 
Tell him all my pains and woes; 
Tell, ah “tell him to return, 
And bring my woanded heart repoſe, 


Gentle gales, in pity bear 
My ſighs, my tender fi ighs away; 

To my cruel Strephon's ear 

All "oF ſoft complaints, convey, 


SONG XLVIL 
FRIENDSHIP and WINE. 
Sung by Mr. G11$0N, at Vauxhall. 


ET the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs ; 
Go the world well or ill, 
»Tis the ſame with me ſtill, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs, 


The lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lye, 
And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs ; 
All the joys are but vain, + 
That are blended with pain; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend dad wy glaſs. 


New life wine inf, pires, * 
eſires, 


And creates new hy es 

— * wins the lover his laſs, 

r his coura n 

To diſdain e airs; 
80 Tl and. by my friend and my glaſs. | 


5 © 2 i The 


4 
" 
1 * 

„ 

+ 2 

: 

: 

= 


Sh $$$$$444++%$ ene 


Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, 


What pleaſures I feel with my dear, 
Exceed the delights of a p#er, 
When Colin and Strephon go by, 
d They f. ee how I 


THE NNEN T: 


The earth ſucks the rain, 
The ſun draws the main, | 


With the earth we are all in a claſs; z 


Then enliven the clay, es 
Let us live while we may, 


And I'll ſtand by my friend and my ub. 


Tis friendſhip and wine, 
Only life can refine: 

We care not whate'er comes to paſs 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen: 

Come here's to our friend and our glaſs, 


Ne en. * 
The HAPPY SHEPHERD. 
Sung by Mr. Fawer rv, at Ranelagh. 
I TH Philhs I'll trip o'er the meads, 
And haſten away to the plain, 
Where ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 
To welcome my love and her ſwain : 


The lark is exalted in air, | 
The linnet ſings,perch'd on the ſpray ; ; 


Then iet us not lengthen delay. 


While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, 
That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court: 


* form a UG alle for a w 
leſt with a ok 
But envy adde them to ſmile. 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 26 
Let courtiers, of liberty prate, = 
T' enjoy. it take infinite pains ; 
But liberty's primitive ſtate 
Is only enjoy'd on the plains : 
With Phillis I rove to and fro, | 
With her my gay minutes are ſpent ; 
"Twas Phillis 1 taught me to know, 
That happineſs flows from content. 


* $45 $6003 þpS35334$+p5 $4445 $54 
| SONG XLIX. 
A HUNTING SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Saulen, at Marybone-Gardens. | 
ARK, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the 


| ' vale, | 5 
Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, 

Jo charm us to 3 for {-noble reſt, 1 

[he joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt: 
he morning is fair, and in labour with day, 

id the cry of the huntſman is Hark, hark, away : 
hen wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys? _ 
late, haſte, let's away, ſo to horſe, my brave boys. 


ſhat pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
here meaner delights to more noble give place 7 
nile onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 

om valley to valley re-echoes the cry : 

Jar joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, 

: bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old Cart; 
rzetful of labour, we leap o'er the mounds, 

on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds, | 
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SONG L. 
Sung by Miſs WEARMAN, at Vauxhall. 


REATHE ſoft, ye winds ; be cole, ye ſkies; 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe; _ 
Ye filver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 
Call forth a bloomy waſte of flow'rs, 


The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 

Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt ; 

Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

'The low 'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 


TECC ͤ 


NG LL 
LOVE and AFFECTION. | 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall, 

Set by Mr. Yates. 


HEN youth mature, to manhood grey, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 

From vein to vein love's light'ning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful 2 art: 

My boſom dear content forſook, 

And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; 

The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd Love and ſweet Affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What could a ſhepherd do ? 
And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 
Was not the way to woo. 
as, yo th I told the lovely maid, 
d ſhe'd no objection 
To k (While round Nor lambkins play'd) 
Of Love and ſweet Ae, 


5 A blul 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 3 
A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 
A bluſh devoid of guile, 
And what from me can you expect?“ 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile. 
% How many nymphs have been betray'd, 
Through want of calm reflexion! 


« Then don't my peace of mind invade 
« With Love and ſweet Affection.“ 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock's r let's join; 
My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 
y ſoul itſelf is thine. | 
To church 1 led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 
And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 
With Love and ſweet Affection. 
1 rler 
SONG EL. 
The 8 KT. LAX X. 


, (Gs tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
A 


les; 


To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
nd there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 
And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong; 
Tell her the founds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely, Perth indie, | 
What are his notes, compar'd to thine? 
Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and fings forlorn. 
1 e SONG 


| þlul 


THE BRENT; 


ENGLISH ALE. 

Surg by Mr. PRENTICE, at Sadler's-Wells. 
| HE truths that T ſing none deny me, 
They're truths that muſt ever prevail; 
Ye poor dogs of France, we defy ye, 

Ey the force of our Engliſh good Ale, 
The tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, 

They are what we expected, and ftale ; 
Your troops, and your ficets, our diſdain are, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 
When Beſs, that brave queen, rul'd the nation, 
'Twas Spain's great Armada did {all ; 

She dealt to the Dons tribulation, _ 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 
And thus we will ſerve them for ever, 


There's none like our people, ſo clever, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 
Free- born, we ſupport our defender, | 
To our ſons we hand down the detail; 
Defie the del, pope, and pretender, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


SONG LIV. 

Sung by Miſs Pop E, in The Muſical Lady. 

I OVE's a ſweet and foft muſician, 
Who derives his ſkill from thee ; 
Plays on ev'ry diſpoſition, 
Strikes the ſoul on ev'ry key. 

| Deep deſpair now thrums Adagio, 

Lively hope now ſounds Coragio ; 
O! the raviſhing tranſition! 
Tweedle dum, and tweedle dee, 


Tho? their loads on our necks they'd entail; 


+ * | FF 


SONG 


58 NU LV. 
The FAIR MONITOR: 
Sang by Miſs BRown, at Sadler's-Wells. 
) nr ſure forgot, dear mother mine, 
When you was once as bhthe as me; 
When vows were offer'd at your ſhrine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee : 


When you cou'd fing, and dance, and play; 
Alas! December treads on May. 


Behold dame Nature's fav'rite blow, 
The rich jonquil, the bluſhing roſe, 


How / ſhort a date their beauties know, 


Surrounded by a thouſand foes; 
Till time decrees their full decay, 
And harſh December treads on May. 


Ire whole creation owns this truth; 


* 


Then why ſhou'd wrinkled brows exact 
The mode, ſevere on blooming youth, 

By which themſelves cou'd never act? 
The blood that's warm will have its way, 
Too ſoon December treads on May. 


Then, ſwaine, with tabor, pipe, and glee, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim Care deride; 
Come ſport and frolic free with me, 
In ſpite of age, and prudiſh pride: 
The laws of love - all ſhould obey, 
before December treads on May. 


Co p SONG 


Or, ENGLIS H SYREN. 33 


| 
| 
It 
[| 


Is a thief to mankind, and a dupe to himſel 


Vet, in ſpite of her arts, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrif 


4 THE BRENT; 


SONG LVI. He 
100 by Mr. Cookk, at Sadler's- Wells. 


Hat a blockhead is he that's afraid to die poor 

We came into the world with our ſkins, ay 
no more : 

So the matter is plain, he that worſhips his pelf, 

Is a thief to mankind, and a dupe to himſelf. Bu 


I'll have women and wine, I'll have horſes and hounds Wl Fo. 
And my taſte in all ſhapes ſhall be rul'd by no vn 


For the matter is plain, &c. Bui 


is a ſmatch of them all muſt afford the true joy, 
In an oho of ſports that the heart cannot cloy : 
For the matter is plain, &c. | | An 


If a miſer you prove, the whole world wiſh you dead ii in 
And your wife and your ſon n the prop fron ri 

pour head: But 
So the matter is plain, &c. 


Let me live then thro? life, well-belov'd and at eaſe Ml #* 
My caſh fhall provide me whatever I pleaſe: 
For the matter 1s plain, he that worſhips his pk 


5 $QNG l.. r 
Sung by Mr. Cooke, at Sadler's-Wells. Ane 


Y do and my miftrefs are both of a kind, N 

As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind ; : 

My dog follows ev*ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
And my miſtreſs as fond of each fellow ſhe meets. 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro! life. 


Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my — teaze ; 5 n 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 35 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 
One woman's the ſame as another to me. 
55, in ſpite of her airs, I'll not make the leaſt ſtrife, 
ori But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? life.” * 


ally 1 laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 
For falſe-hearted gipſeys they title Licks ; 
At worſt of my love- fits no phylic I aſk, | 
But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk. 
1 For go W how they will, V1! not make the leaſt 
nds: ſtrife, | oh | 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. 


Te girl that behaves with -humour and ſenſe, 
hall fill to my heart have the warmeſt pretence; 
And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and betray, 
In honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away. Wt 
'Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ftrife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro” life. 


SONG LVIII. 


E V' R mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 
Some to White's run for play, ſome to Batſon's 
| for news; | | 
To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 

And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe : 
But ſuch idle amuſements PU carefully ſhun, | 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Soon as Phoebus has finiſh'd his ſummer's career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care; 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt-home, 
And, their labour being o'er, are at leiſure to roam; 

From the noiſe of the town and its follies [ run, | 
And I range o' er the fields with my dogs and my gun. 


When 


N 


36 THE BRENT; 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, 
And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command ; 
When the covey he ſprings, and I bring dawn my bird, 
I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford. 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 
When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I repair, 
And I bruih thro' the thickets, devoid of all fear; 


There I exetciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 


And with pheaſants and woodeocks my bag often fill; 
For death (where [ find them) they ſeldom can ſhun, 
My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 

My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under command; 
Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hant at hand: 
When a woodeock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they ſpring, 
With heart-chearing notes, how they make the woods 

ring ! 55 

Then for muſic let fribbies to Ranelagh run, 


My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 


And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay ; 
Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend a part, 
For my friends to oblige 1s the pride of my heart : 
'Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun, 


5 > oh SONG LIX. - 
CONTENT: A PasTorart BaLlLaD. 
Sung by Mr. HunsoN. Set by Mr. Goodwin, jun. 
FY'ER nen and mountains, rude, barren, and 

| are, | | 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; 
_ | Yellow 


low 
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Yellow fheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 
05remantdy 6 | | 
Green-ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 


Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 


And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. 


We ſat ourlcives down to a covling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 


Whilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe- 


calt, 
Love ſlily ſtole into my breaſt, | 
tod my 7 wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 5 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms 3 a 
[ kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fank into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow-rifing hills, 

elighted with paſtoral views; | 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new-themes for my muſe. 

To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne' er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 

The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 
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E BRENT: 


S ON IX. 5 
Sung by Mr. PxENT1CE, at Sadler s-Wells. 


E lads, and ye laſſes, who bloom in your prime, 
T love and regard ye, the jewels of time ; 

Then liſt, and attend to the words that I ſay, 

For life's a mere vapour, a thing of decay. 


As now let me find ye with ſmiles on your brows, 
Each nymph prove indulgent, each youth keep his 

vows ; | [ chime, 
Save love and good- humour, with hearts that true 
All joys that men boaſt of are inſults of time. 


What a wretch muſt he be, who ſo doats upon pelf, 
To think that no mortal feels want but himſelt; 
Who ſtarves*midſi the guineas he counts o er with glee! 
Such, ſuch are the vileſt abuſers of me. 


The girl that is ſqueamiſh, the icy-fac'd prude 
The man that is finty, remorſeleſs, and rude ; 
With him that's a milk-ſop, and baulks the full toaſt, 
As time they abandon, by time ſhall be loſt. 


But ſtill to the chearful, the good, and the gay, 
December ſhall meet them al mild as the bn. 
Hand- in- hand I'll conduct them, Who live without 
„„ ine, 

From the ſons of the earth to the father of time. 


SONG LIX. 


Sung by Mis Wricur, in the Engliſh Opera «f 
Almena. Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


T* golden radiance of the ſun, _ 
Mild glancing thro? the cedar bow'rs, 
Renews the glories of the day: 
The beauteous ſcene's again begun, 
Which nature freſhens and empow'rs, 
And ev IF bird exalts his * 


Sweet 


ne, 


Out 


ect 


But ſweeter is the mind in tune, 


E 


ENGLISH SYREN. 


Sweet is as prime of florid June, 
Sweet are the meadows as they ſmile, [1 
And ſweet the rural minſtrel's ſong ; | 1 


Sweeter the heart unknown to guile, 
An? ſweeter where the virtues throng. 


SONG LXII Y 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, in Almena, 1 
| Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 5 
HE martial hoſt, and tented plain, 1 
May fright the poor and timid Ae 
Who never felt ambition's fire ; 
But nothing awes, or ſhould controul, 


The truly great, undaunted ſoul, 
That dares to empire's height aſpire. 


-$O NG LXNL. 
Sung by Mrs. VixcexT, in Almena, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


OULD you taſte of freedom's charm; 
4 Zara courts thee to her arms;  ___. 
Diſtreſs, like thine, ſhoald pity move, 
And pity's ray ſhould kindle love. 


For my heart adopts thy woes, 
Melting, thrilling, as it glows ; 
Leave 5 cell, and follow me, 
Love and Zara ſet thee free. 
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S O N G. LXIV. 18 
Sung by Signor GruSTINELLY, #n Almena. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 4 8 


OW can I my heart ſurrender, 
H And not moſt unfaithful prove? 
Yet 'tis grateful to be tender, 

When from pity riſes love. 


But, can honour prove ungrateful, 
And the vows of love ſuppreſs ? 
"Tis unmanly if, deceitful, 
When we're bleſt we ceaſe to bleſs, 


SON G. LXV: 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, in Almena, 
Set by Mr. Battifhill. 


"HEN beauty, on the lover's ſoul, 
Imprints its firft and faireſt charms, 
It ſoon does reaſon's force controul, 
And ev'ry paſſion quite diſarms. 


" *T'is beauty triumphs o'er the brave, 
As ev'ry feature blooms divine; 

"Tis beauty makes the king a ſlave, _ 
When in an get s form, like thine. 


| SONG LXVI. | 
Sung by Miſs WN Gur, in Almena. 
Get by Mr. Michael Arne, 


OW peace ſhall claim its ſoft dominion, 
And gentle love ſhall ſway the heart ; 

Ambition fia ks on wearied pinion, 

And tyranny has loſt its dart. 


FFP 


Again. 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 41 


Again ſhall ſmiling joy and — 77 
Advance together hand-in-hand, 
And plenty ſpread its golden treaſure, 
To brighten the deliver'd land. | 
SONG LXVII. E $.% 
Surg by Signort CRE MON INI, {1 Almena. | 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


IT H doubts and fears, for her I love, 
My heart is ſtill diftreſs'd; 
afflicted as the plaintive dove, 
When plunder'd of her neſt, 
Whence ſad and moaning, all the day, 
She pines in ſolitude away, + 


Fly, fly, oh! fly, ye minutes, fly, 
On Time's expanded wings, 
'Till my Almena ſtops the figh 
That for her ſafety ſprings ; 
Guard her ſweet innocence and charms, 
And ſafe conduct her to theſe arms. 


v | 


+ Omitted in the 
$ Performance, 


SONG LXVIII. 
Sung by Miſs WILLIAMS, in Almena, 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 
THE ſweets of peace ſhall be our own, 
And ſmiling plenty crown the plains 3; 
"Tis peace adorns the monarch's throne, 
And chears the cottage of the ſwains. 
The riſing ſun ſhall bleſs the mead, 
And fair the mountain olive ſpring; 
The vine its richeſt cluſters ſpread, 
When glory crowns a patriot king. 


SONG; 


When you merrily marriage deride; 
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, CST 
D UETTO. Sunz by Signora CREMONINI au! B 
Miſs Warder, in Almena. 
Set by Mr, Michael Arne. \ 
S flows the cool and purling rill, 
In filver mazes down the hill, ? 
It chears the myrtle, and the vine, | 
That in each other's foliage twine. 


So ſtreams from the maternal heart, 
What tender nature can impart z 
Thus happy, in my arms to fold, 
And to my heart Almena hold. 
+; nne 
1 SON G LEAs -;-: 
The MARRIED MAN. 
| Set and ſung by Mr. Hu Ds0N. | 
1 Am married, and happy: with wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and ràkes of the age, 
Who 1 at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 


| You may laugh; but, believe me, you're all in the 
wrong, 


* 


For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
| Are fugitive—never ſincere ; | 
Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts, and by fear : 
But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 
Is from ev'ry imbitt' ring reflection retin'd, 
And to lite s lateſt hour will endure. a 


and 


$$ 


his, 


the 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 13 
The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name, 
True love is with ſentiment join'd ; 
But your's is a paſſion, a fev'riſn flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 
Ye are Jed, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deſtroy d. 
If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſyer is ſhort—** From a wife, | | 
« Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature I 
« gn, | 
© Which are beauties that charm us for life.“ 


To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 


Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. : EO 


451 9174. 


SONG LXXI. 

A HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Bean, in Apollo and Daphne. 
* ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with Wil 


old, © 
And the . — all ſpangled with dew- drops behold, 
How the lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 


And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay! | 4 


With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 


While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, lM 


follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry, * 3 
Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, ? 
And the flave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court; 
No care nor ambition our patience anno. 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, cc. = 
| Mankind 


| | With hounds and with horns, thro * the woodlands 
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Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer'a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Tho! often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports. of the held, &c. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier bunts fame ; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artſul coquette, tho ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover puriues, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. | 


| (| Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt gion and would, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the ble of heaith ; 


to roam, 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment af home. 
|. With the ſports of the field there's nopleaſure can vie, 
= While jocund we follow, follow, fallow, follow, 
| follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, che hounds in full cry. 


b 
SONG IXXII. 


Sung 5 Mr. Vernon and Miſs SLACK, in | The 
Capricious Lovers. 

Phebe. 
F Colin's tender love owns, 


My heart is glad, my ſpirits bleſs'd ; 
His chearful looks, his ſou] 7 incere, 


Shall give the ſmile, and wipe the tear. 


Colin. 
No ſplendour gilds my homely ſcene, | 
My fore) are few, my cottage mean; 
ut Phcebe's ſmile rewards my pain, 


> 44 * is a x wealthy ſwain. 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 435 


Bath. 
No jealous thought ſhall ſtain my breaſt, 
No tears alarm, no cares moleſt, 


Colin. 


Pleas'd with the ory , my hopes purſue ; 
2 


For ſhe 1s kind, and 1 am true. 

Phebe. | 
Plzas'd with the ſwain, my hopes purſue ; 
For he is kind, and I am true. 


AECECTTENAEEPEPPEDEEPEPEEENRDEED APE 


SONG IXXIIL 


Sung by Mr. YATES, in The Capricious Lovers. 


H O' my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull Gino I hate and deteſt; 
Not a wrinkle is there, 
Which is furrow'd with care, 
And my heart is as light as the *. 


When I look on my boys, 

They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my children I fee; 

While the comforts ] find 

In the kingdom, my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom i is free. 


In the days I was young, 
Oh ! I caper'd and ſung, 

The laſſes came flocking apace ; 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, 


I can do ſo no more 


Why then let my boy take his place. 
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Of our pleaſures we crack ; 
For we Kilt love the ſmack/x 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 
Yet why ſhould we repine ? 
| You've had your's, I've had mine, 
And now let our children begin. 


<< SS, Q0 2 »mMHt - 


SONG LXXIV. 

Sung by Mr. VarESs, in The Capricious Lovers. 

W HE N the head of poor Tummas was broke 
By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 

And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 

And wept for poor Tummas's ſake; 
When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 

And the liquor was charming and ſtout; 


au 


O theſe were the times to regale, 


$ o 
z 


| 


0 Each lad in his holiday clothes, 
| | What K af all the day long! 
| " Odzooks ! but I'Il join in the 


= 
| 18 

(| 

1 N | 


And we footed it rarely about. 


W Then our partners were buxom as does, 


And we all were as happy as kings; 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 
Ma 


the feaſt of our Colin ans ſuch ; : 
ong, 


And Pll hobble about with my crutch. 
n 


SONG LXXV. | 
Sung by Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers. 
| W HEN vapours o'er the meadows die, 
And morning ſtreaks the purple ſky, 
wake to love with jocund gle, 
To think on him who doats on me. 
GEE | When 


* 
*. 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 47 


When eve embrowns the verdant grove, 

And Philomel laments her love; 

Fach ſigh I breathe my love reveals, | 
And tells the pangs my boſom feels. 0 


With ſecret pleaſure I ſurvey | 

The frolic birds in am'rous play ; 
+ BE While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 
Which flutters, leaps, and beats for joy. 

-- SON G LXXVI. . 
Sung by Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers. 
82 ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 

To ſhare thy board and deck thy cot; 
With joy I fly the ſimple youth, 
Who holds me light, or doubts my truth. 
Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and pleaſure flown ;. 


Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, 
Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain. 


SONG LXXVII. ? 
Sung By Miſs SL ACK, in The Capricious Lovers, 
HEN late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 
Irov'd without conſtraint, 


A ſtream was all my looking-glaſs, 
And health my only paint. 


The charms I boaſt, alas ! how few, 
I gave to nature's care ; 

As vice ne er ſpoil'd their native hue, 

They could not want repair. 


en 6450 SONG | 


SONG LXXVEL. 
Sung by Mrs..Curvs, is The Capricious Lovers. 


OR various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 
As thus—a decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. 


Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the ſnap; 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
_ Conſent a gentle tap. © 


All pafſions will the fan difcloſe, 
All modes of female art; n 

And to advantage ſweetly ſhews | 
The hand, if not the heart. . ig 


"Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd. 
By love's caprieious boy, 

Who knows how lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a _ 


1 e 
ug by Mr. Soor r, in The Capricious Lover. 


F tyrant Iove, with cruel dart, 

Transfix the maiden's tender heart; 
Of eaſy faith, and fond belief, s 7 
She hugs the dart, and aids the cabs: | 


Till left, her helpleſs ſtate to mourn, ' 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn ; 
She finds, while grief her boſom ſtings, 
As well as At the 8 has wings. 


— — — — — — é————— V es oo eres — — - 
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SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 4g 


ue l Yarns, is The Copricious Lovers. | 
SPHO my. dreſs, as my manners, is ſimple and 


el I hate, and a knaye I diſdain; 
dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 
xd I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands a 


- Who! bent down with age, and for ſporting uncouth, 
feel no remorſe for the folhes of youth; 
m tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſang, 

ad my boys think my age not a moment too long. 


t the courtiers, tnaſe dealers in grin and grimace, 
under, dance over, for title or place ; 
lbove all the titles that flom from a throne, 
tat of Honeſt I prize—and that title's my own. 
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bung by Miſi SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers. 
4 RON ow? to flow'r the butterfly, 
'er fields or gardens ranging, 
Sips ſweets from each, and dae by. os 
And all his life is changing. 3 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted ; ET. 
While ſhe who | pope moſt to day, - 


Ta- morrow mall be lighted, _ 
NG 1 


0 6 NG rxxx1t; 
| Sung by Miſs SLACK, in The Qapebclons: Lovers 


HEN far from faſhion's gildedfeene * 
"I breatl'd my native air, 
My thoughts were calm, my mind ferene, 23h 
No doubtings harbour'd op.” bet * kuk 
But now no more myſelf I find, 
Diſtraction rends my breaſt; 
Whilſt hopes and fears difturb my mine, 
And murder all my reft. 
rr 


SIE 


SON G. LXXXIII. 
Sung by Miſs SLACK, in The Capricious Lovers 


GAIN in ruſtic weeds array'd, * ; 
A A ſimple ſwain, a fimple maid ; 
O'er rural ſcenes, with joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling brook, 'or cooling grove. 


The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 
And warble wild their merry notes, _ 
While we converſe beneath the ſhade,, 
A happy ſwain, and happy maid. 


Thy hand ſhall plack, to-grace my bow'r, - 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r; 
While joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 15 
Thy Phabe kind, thy Colin true. 

8 O N 6 LXXXIV. | 
A by Mr. VER NON, in The Capriclous Lovers. 


HY ſhould 1 now, ny love, complain, 
That toil awaits thy chearful ain 3 
Since labour oft a ſweet beſtows, | 

Which lazy ſplendour' never know? 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 51 
Hence f rings the purple tide of health, 
The rich man's with, the poor man's wealth; 
8 And ſpread thoſe bluſhes o'er Nis the face, | 
Which come and go with native grace. 
The pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhow, * 
Are trappings oft that cover woe; NE 
But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 
Shall taſte of real joys at home. 
$þ+S$S$4$ $3444 ++ 
8 ON. G LXXXV. 1 
ere „ ns Ba ENT and MI Herren, 
+ In Love ina Village. 
Miſs Brent. | 
* He thou nurſe of young Defire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
f Temp' rate ſweet that ne'er can der: 
Miſs Hallam. 
Hope! thou earneſt of delight, | 
FSofteſt ſoother of the mind, 
Balmy cordial, proſpe& bri bt, 
Brͤureſt friend the . find : : 
r 
Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill; _ 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſ ; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


8 N LXXXVI. 
vers. vg by Miſe BxenT, in Love in a Village. 
| HENCE can you inherit ys 
0, So laviſh a ſpirit, 1 4 
3 NcConfn'd thus, and chain'd to. a log? 3 
Now fondled, now „ neu 
Permitted, forbid; | | 7H: 
Tis _ the life of ac a dog. 


Hes! 


Fer 


52 THE * R E NT a 


For ſhame! you a lover! 

More firmneis diſcover ; 
Take courage, nor here longer mope: + 

Reſiſt, and be free; * 

Run riot, like me; + 4644+ 1, Wat 
And, to perfect the pidure, ane. 


+ 
58 O.N/G .LXXXVIL. 3 
Sung by Miſ Buxxr, in Love in a Village. 
Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice: 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 

Let parents rule, cry nature's laws... Rn 
And children ſtill obe: | 
And is there then no ſaving Sd | 

Againſt tyrannic ſway? 


5 8G © 
Sung by Miſs Haus ax.” in Loveina Village. 
HEN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 
| A paſſage to the feels b breaſt; 
| Ruſhing, like lightning, thro” the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ey'ry thought's poſſeſt. 
To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its kill applies; 
: 1 can afford the heart à cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 
„ „SONS LAXXIX. - -* 
Sung 3 Mr. Max rocks, in Love in a Village 4 


H! had I been by fate decreed | | 

Some humble cottage n, a f 
Th fair. Roſſetta's ſight to feed * 

* flocks "POR, 25 2 


or, ENGLISH TYAEN. 33 

What bliſs had I been born to taſte, | 

Which now I ne'er muſt know? | 
Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac's 
My fair-one's lot folow? _ 

e neee eker 
| E 
* Sig by Mi Bu Nr, in Love in a Village. 


ENTLE youth, ah! tell me why, 
Still you force me thus to fly; 
Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to perſevere, 
＋ not what I muſt not hear; 
o my heart its eaſe reſtore, » 
Go, and never ſee me more, 


: $ONG XCI. | 
Fo 2 M.. Marroces, in Love i in n a Village. 
44 TI le in ho t the better 
« Of my fu dars ame I try, 
| Swear this moment to Rer. 
And the next my oath deny. 
| Now of ng oth with ſcorn to treat her, 
ry charm in thought I vey e 
Then relapſng, fly to meet her, 7 
And confeſs myſelf her Aan. 2 1 
SONG XCHY. 1 
Jang by Mr. Braup, in Love — 
HERE was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; - 
He work d, he ſung, from morn to * 
No lark more blithe than he. 
And this che burden of his 20 3 
For ever us'd to be, 
I care for nobody, no, not 23 
If nobody cates ed 


„ TOAD BO SIO'E; 17 


SONG. xelII. 4 
Sung by Mr. Brand, in Love i in Village. 


LE gay ones and great 
Make the-moſt of their fate; F 


From pleaſure to pleaſure they run : 
Well, who cares a jot? 

© Tenvy them! not, 

While I have my dog and my an. 


For exerciſe, air, ; | 
To the fields I repair, OS 
With ſpirits onclouded and light z pr --4 


TY 


496 
* 


The bliſſes I find, 
. No ſtings leave behind, 

: But health and diverſion unite, 

OED EE ITE TEETER SEES 

| SON G "IF OT A 

Sung by Mr. Bard, in Love ina Vithee. 

1 HE honeſt heart, whoſe thonghts are clear 

© - From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 

! 


Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, For 
[s but an empty thing ; 7 b 

What more than mirth would mortals have * 
"The chearful man's a we. J 5 


Nl 


nnen 

Sung by Mr. 5 in N in a Village. 
2 well, ſay no more; 15 

ou told me before: 
I know the "oP Llength of my einer. 
Do you think I'm a fool, 

That I need go to ſchool? _ 

I can ſpell you, Fand put you together. 1 

A wor 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN, 95 


A word to the wiſe 
Will always ſuffices © 
Addſniggers'! go talk to "ou parrot 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 7 
Thbof 1 fay't of myſelf,.. | | 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


HESSSSIISEISISHSS ISS IIS IS ISS HIS 4 $44 
SONG XCVI. 
Suns by Mi, Hallam, in Love in a Village. 
UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, _ 
Take the helpleſs lover's part; 


Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithſul heart. 


++ Juftly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would n 
Tyrants of , cruel kind, 
Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 
Cupid, god of, &c. 1 
What is grandeur ? foe to reſt; | * 
Childiſh mummery at beſt. 
Happy 1 in humble ſtate! | 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt' ring bat. 
Cupid, god of, &. 


eee. 


* 14 re .4SON G- ACA. 3 is pdortah 
Sung by Mi ae in Love in a Viloge. | 

N Hie were my days till no! 

| 18 & ſorrow feel ; #3 


With joy I foſe'to milk'my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning- wheel. 


D 4 My. 


yord 


——— —— as 


46 T H R B R E N 'T3 

My heart was lighter than a fly, | 
Like any bird I ſung, 

Till he pretended love, and 1 5 

— Believ'd his flatt'ring ton * 85 

O the fool ! the ſilly, Aly Ke. « T 
That truſts what man may ber * 

1 wiſh I was a maid again, 103443 
And in my own COD 


SONG xoVII. | OE: 
| Fung by Miſs Hat Lam, in Love in a Village 


E women, like weak Indians, trade, 
Whoſe judgment tinſeI-ſhow hes path 
Dupes to our folly we are — | 


hile artful man-the —_ * 
We give our treaſure to be paid 
A paltry, your return in toys, WP 2 


8 o N G XCIX, 
* by Mr. Dyes, in Love in a Village, 


Ta my faireſt, how delay, 


Danger ev'ry moment brings; 
Time flies (#ift, and will away, 
Time, that's ever on its e 


Doubting and ſufpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt ; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
 Yeize becaion e ere tis loſt. 


| 


so 


++ 


or, NG LTS NH SYREN, 57 | 


s Oo NG e. 0 
Seng H Mif: HALLAM, 7 in Love i in a VII. e.. 


B 


ELIE VE me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus, and rant, 
Tou'll never a lover 1 
The men will all | 
And leave you to die 


(0, terrible chance * old maid. 


How happy the laſs, | 
Muſt ſhe come to this oh 
Who ancient virginity *ſcapes ! 
Twere better on earth 
_ Have five brats at a birth, - 
Than in hell Na leadir of ab 


s ON G Ci. 
Ws 9 Mr. DrzR, and Miſe HALLAM, in Lore 
„„ in a Village. 
Mr. Dyer. 
| *. rakes and libertines, reſign d 
To ſenſual pleaſures, range: 
Jere all the fex's charms I find. 
— gd can'cool or change. Y 
Mise Hallam, 
Let val quettes and prudes conceal 
What molt their hearts deſire: 
With pride my paſſion I reveal; 
Oh, may it neer expire |. - 1 
Duets. 
The ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its Uabt. 
The ſtars their orbits leave, 
And fair creation fink in night, 
* I my dear deceive. 


58 T HE B RENT; 
SONG. CII. 
Sung-by Miſs. Baur, in Love in r. 
OW bleſt the maid whoſe boſom N 
No head: 3 paſſion knows! 7 
Her days in joy ſhe paſſe 5 

Her nights in ſweet repoſe: ; 

| Where-e'er her fancy leads der, 


No pain, no fear, invades ber: $2 4 2 | 
But pleaſure ' Y ain s 


0 no 
—— ———————˖—— — , 


'IS : 


| Without meaſurfe 
* From ev” 4 Wenne v er 


SONG CUE: 3.36 © 5 
Surg by Mr. Marrocks, in Lavell in a » Village. 


To pluck.the venom'd ſhaft away, 
"har wrankles in my heart: 
Deep in the centre ſix d and bound, 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, a 
And fiercer make the fmart. RT 1 
| | 8 O NG Clv. 3 
"ins by Mr. Marwotes, in Love i ina Village. 


OF how ſhall I, in language weak, 25 
My ardent paſſoon tell. 


Or form my fault' ring tongue to ſpeak. 
That cruel word, n 
Farewel — but know, tho” thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray;; 
Go where | will, my conſtant heart 
Welt with my charmer ſtay. 


— 
* 
6 


3 
x 


N vain I ev'ry art aſſay, M0 


-," F595 TY Yan - 


++ 


4) 
4 } 


. , INT FEED 75 . . 
What harm with a fair-one to toy and to kiſs? 


FB 


ſhe greateſt and graveſt (a truce with primace) 
Nou'd do the ſame thing, were they in ch 


e all love a pretty girl under the roſe; 


or, ENGLISH SYVREN. 59 


8 ONG CV. ; 

Sung by M. Bax vr, in Love in a Village. 
* OUNG I am, and ſore afraid. 

Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maidꝰ 
Lead an innocent aſtra ? 
Tempt me not, kind Sir. I pray. 
Men too often we believe; 
And ſhow'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, _ 
Sure my tender heart wou'd break. 465 

| $004+404+4+c444+4+4 

+ $$++6-$Q MN O... OI... | 
Sung by Mr. BRAD, in Love in a Village. 


ONS! 1 ne' er bluſh for a trifle like 
this; WIE 


e ſame place, 
0 age, no. profeſſion, no ſtation is free 
0 ſovereign beauty.mankind bends the knee :, 
tat power, xefiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe: 


8 O0 NG :CVH:.: „ 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in Love in a Villages % 
Y Dolly was the faireſt thing 


„ 


Of fruitful autumn was the type; e 
But when my tender tale I told. 3 
| found her heart, like winter, cold. . 

„„ SONG 1 


i 
: 4 
\ 
[4 1 


. TH E | 8 R err. i 


$0 N cvin. 
Ge Durs rat, — EIS 


As ever poor fellow fo ptabgt With viten? 
Zen Madge, on't provoke. me, but 


| mind what 1 mob 4g 4 1 
Lou' ve choſe a w { 


ep. {vx for playing your tricks 
So pack up your alls and be rrndging away : 


| You'd better be quiet 
And not breed à fit; 
de gt Ge muſt I Rand _ with 
E 


e 


voa her f a 


han ou may think roo an afs; 1 
But to the contrary you'll finds —- 
A fine piece of 7505 9 0 che mas?" 


'$0 N 6 rx. PETE 
Sung by Miſs Berur, in Love in «Vilas 
* 6 gay ſeducers, pride to e F 
er the fair, 
Since cloWhs as our Can act the make, 
As thoſe in higher ſph ere. 8 
"Where then; to um a -y pas fare, 
Shall hapleſs beauty g | 
In ev'ry ſtation, ev'ry P12 a | 
Foor woman vel a foe, 1 


: P 4 
* 4 * 


r 
Sung by Mis Davr#s, i Love in u Village. 
INCE Hodge proves ung rarefal, no further I y 


1. ſſeek, 


| But 80 WP to benin 


t erke ext week. * 1 
7 


Or, EK N GLISH SV 4 N. 6¹ - 
A ſervice in London is no fach diſgra | 

And regitter's office will get Newer 

- BW Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon- met with a friend; 


en? folks ſay, in her filks ſhe's now ſtanding an en "ou 
but babe why ſhou'd not I the ſam” werfe purſi ne, 
fon, tter = We as other gitls 802 
ick; 
e . 
day? _ Sung by Miſs BEN, in Love in a Village.. 
& N love ſhould there meet a 8 pair, f 


Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
Whoſe words are th excels of the Wa "np 


f 'aught of ſubſtantial delight | 

1 this ſide the ſtars Aan be f. found; 

2 ſure, when that couple unite, 
hd 4 Gans by Hymen is crown d. 


8 0 N G cxII. f 
TRIO. -Surg by My. Brann, Mi, Baner, ad 


Mi HaLLam, in Love in a Vu er 


Mr. Beard. 
E LL, come, let us bear what the ſuala mul 


poſſeſs, 
ho may dope at your feet to implore with facecſs 
Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam, 
He muſt be; -firſt of all, | 
— 1 eomely, and tall * 


Neither eankward, nor allt = 
Nor apiſh, nor muliſh ; 


Nior ver ſhou'd his fortune be _ 1 
IN 7. 


1 * 
55 


1 ; TAN 3 R E N . TS. 
| Mr. Beard. ES. 
| What chink'ſt of a captain ? f 
| Miiſs Hallam, gg hh 
| All bluſter and wounds | 
i Mr. Beard. 1 
| What chink'ſt of 1 fauire ? ok log bil | 
q. Miſs Brent. PIN: 5 
Jo be left for his hounds. Sch. We. 
Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 

The youth who is form'd to m mind, 
Muſt be gentle, obliging, and kind; 

Of all things in nature, love me, 

Have ſenſe both to ſpeak, and to ſee, 
Yet ſometimes be filent and blind. 
1: ys "Mr Ng, ENTS 
9 Fore George, a ons rare ee weceipt. 
tl "Fra. 5 
i" Obſerve i it, ye fair, in-the choice of a mates; - 
© Remember, tis wedlock eme enn fare. 


4 44 


'# 


$0NG F.. «Doe 
Se þ Mr. BEAR D, in Love in a Village... 1 


HE world is a well-furniſh'd table, 
+ Where gueſts are promiſcuoully let; 
e all fare as well as we're able, | 


And ſcramble for what we can pl Pp We | 
My ſimile holds to'a tittle ; 175 | 
Some gorge, white ſome ſcarce have aue 17 Or 
But if I'm content with a little, . / 
Enough is as good as a feaſt, N 


3 * 1. 
- 2 = 4 s$ 
. * * — =) . * 4 | y 45 2 0 4 
4 o - [3 » 4 - = - - ae; _— N - 
* 5 N \ 7 , \ 
7 1 : 1 
* 7 * . d 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 6z 


SONG CXIV. 


Sung by Miſs Brent, in Love i in a Village. 


7 IS not wealth, it is not birt, 
Can value to the ſoul convey: 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior wort, 
Which chance nor gives, nor takes away. 


Line the ſun true merit ſhows, 


nature warm, by nature bright; 
Wich inbred flames he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of e light. 


75444 
SON G CXV. | | 


Sung by Miſs Ba EN, in Love in a Village. 


* E traveller benighted, | 
And led thro! weary ways, 
The lamp of: day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn. 45% ag j 
The riſing ꝓroſpect viewin 
* Each look is forward VVV 
He ſmiles, his courſe parſing, 8 p 
Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


«> 


SONG. CXVI. {ger 


gr 
Sung y Mig HALLAM, iin Lore in 9 
| F ever a fond inclination © 
i Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt; 
95 Reflect, with a little compaſſion, 
On the ſaſt pangs which prevail'd in my breaſts © 
Oh! where, where would you fly me? 
Ian you deny me, thus torn, and diſtreſt? |; - 
Think, when my lover was by me, 42 
| Wou! d I, how: could I, refuſe his requeſt ? 


Kneeling 


6s © CUL®FRiDN DE; 
Kneeling before you, | 
Let me implore yon: 
Look on me, ſighing, crying, dying. , 
Ah! is there no language can move? 5 
If I have been t60 complying 
Hard was the confli *twixe duty and wt 


s ONG CXVIL: 
Ke by Mr. Dunst, Love in a Village. 
Plague of thoſe wenches! they make ſuch : 


ther, 
When once they have leb n a man have lis will, 
They. re always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unki in his carriage. 4 

What thof * ſpeak em nt er ſo i | 
Still they keep teazing, teazing onn 
- You cannot perſuade em, of: 
Till promiſe you've made 'em 3 1 

And after they ve got it, 
Ys, They'll tell vou 4 ret it! 

Their character s blaſted, the re ruin'd, undone: 


There is Gut one cure, gir 5 | 
And all their diſcourſe 1 is of marge. 
1660 10 - H 


s ONO -CXVIH. 


Sung by 255 MaTTocxs, Love in a vie- 
OW much ſuperior bea awes, 
1 The coldet boſoms "ph 
ith refiſtleſti force ipgraws;: | 9 1020. 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join d· 
The caſket where; to autward be., 
The workman's art is ſeen, 
FP doubly valu'd, when we know. 
% K holds a gem within, 


— — - 
P 


— — — — — — — 
n - 
= — — — — — ĩͤ ̃ ͤ . EI Ore © 19 eas ĩA— 
J - — : _ — * 
+ 4 K 


— 8 4 Lc tf 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 65 


s O N-G--CRIX, 
| Sang by Mi} Bakr, is Love in a village. 


| HEN we ſee a lover lang 
And his truth and honour proves 
We Ab! how ſweet to heal his anguiſh, 


1 And 1 repay him love for loye ! 


A Brand, in, Ion Vn. 

ENCE wich cares, complaint, and — 
Welcome jollity and joy z | 

Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, , 


Mirth this happy night employ. 
Let's to friendſhip do — 


Laugh, and fing ſome y old-firnin ; 3 
Drink a health to love e 


/ _y oy jou © in wor, ve weigh! Fee = 
jj 0 N 0 cxXI. 1 

Sing b M Wa ionr, in The Royal She herds, 

" OWS of love ſhould ever bind | „ 
Men who 3 true; Th 1 =Y | 


y muſt have a 6 mind, N 

Ro wal . f. 8 fo 2 
Scorn'd 2nd hated may & SAG "* g 4 I 
ws from conſtancy. Wwerve Ft Ig 
om 
WT, farh ichle batte. 8 — 
. e 1; s oN 


7 


6 THE U RENT 


Sung by Miſs Wai hr, at Ranelagh, Ser 3) Mo, ID. 
| PFF |  - TSIEOS 
Oung Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 
| And whoſe fame ev*ry virgin with envy does fill, 
Ot beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare- 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 
One ev*ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 
And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 
By a murmuring brook, by a green moſſy bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair-one was laid: 
|S Surpriz'd and tranſported, I cou'd not forbear, My, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 
That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart: 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid, was my 
care; va 1 I 
' | For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 
When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I wat 
And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude: i. 
I anſwer'd,"I cou'd not tell how I came there, M** 
But laid all the blame on her delicate air; 
Said her heart was the prize which I ſought toobtain, 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond pain. 
i She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, / 
But fir'd all my ſoul — 12 delicate air, 
A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuits 
But til] the tormentor affects to be mute: 
Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer' d the fair, 
Ho to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


Ss Oo NGN 


Ms - * 4 ; 


Me 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. < 


s ON G cxxiIII. 


 DUETTO.' Sung by Mr. Texpucer, ad Af, 
aint „ ix the Enghſh Opera of Artaxerxes. 


ill, . Set by Dr. Arne. 


ll, 45 AIR Aurora, .prithee ſtay; 
O retard unwelcome day; 
Think what anguiſh rend; my breaſt, 
e, Thus careffing, rhus careſt, 
From the idol of my deart 
Ford at thy approach to part. 


s Oo NG CXXIV. 
bung y Mr. BEAR D, in Artaxerxes. Set by Dr. Arne. 


EH OLD on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand 
Thy father's troubled image ſand ! 
In his ace what grief protount'? 5 
my f See, he rolls his haggard eyes! 

S Hark! << Reven e, 3 p he cries, 
And points to his ſtill-bleeding wound. 
vas i Obey the call, revenge his death, 

And calm his ſoul that gave thee breath. 


s ON G cxxv. 
in, Sex by Mr. SqQu1Bs, in Artazerxes, 
* N AIR Semira, lovely maid, c 
| | Ceaſe, in ty, to apbraid ' 7 
My oppreſs*d, but conſtant heart; 
| Full ſufficient are the Wers; 55.5 0595, 0b 05 
| Which my cruel ftars impoſe; 722657 
ar, * ene od l | — done ee 


ty 


CH 497 SONG 


OO EI IG ———— — 


; 
: 


s ON OG CXXVI. 
CEP Mr. Marrocks, in Artaxerxes. 


7 HEN real joy we miſs, 
Tis ſome degree of bhiſs, 

To reap ideal pleaſure, 

And dream of hidden treaſure. 


The ſo!dier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars ; 
The ſailor in his fleep 
With ſafety ploughs the deep; 


So I, through fancy” s aid, 
Enjoy my heav'nly maid, _ 
And, bleſt with thee and love, 

Am greater far than Neu. | 


s ON G cxxvit. 
22 Bak ER, i Artazernes 


OW hard is my fate, 
How deſp'rate my flate, 
n honour and virtue exeite 


To ſuffer diſtreſs, | Sins by 
Contented to bleſs 
The object in whom I delight! 


Yet, midf all the woes 
My ſoul * 
Thro' virtue's too ri id decree, | 
Pl ſcorn to nas 5 
If the force of my pain 
Awaken his pity fox. me. 


8s ON 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 69 


SONG CXXVIII. 
Siu by Mr. Bran, i Artaxerxes. 
HY father l-Laway l I renounce the ſoſt Haim, 
Thou ſpot to my honour! 2 | 


Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment ren £4 
His father he loft when he murder'd his king. 


.S$ NGC CTAN. 
Sung by Mr. SqQu1BB, in Artaxerxes. 


T* infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; _ 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts 1n one : 1 5 55 
01 clear him then from this offence ; 
IS 845 Nu my duty, prove; 
ſtore him with that innocence 
| nich firſt n N love. 


6 | 1 


SONG xxx. 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in inn 


O ſigh and complain, 
8 Alike I 
ontented my to enjoy: 
Il, ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 


In love, as in war, 
I laugh at a ſcar; 

And if my proud enemy Nola, | 
The joy that remains 
Is to lead her in chains, 


- And glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 


NG 
SONG 


2" TH/B BAABNTT; © 


$0 NG CXXXI, 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Artaxerxes. 
T* o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 


A conqueſt I. believ'd, go Bf; Y N 
The flatt'ring m_—_ ceaſe to Proves: 1 07) 
O! let me be deceiv'd, 1 4 7053 1 0 
Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 1 


Which love did firſt create; | 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, » 
And mutt be turn'd to hate. ated 


Then call not to my wav'ring n 
The weakneſs of my heart, 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a traitor” 5 pr. | 


_ 


s ON G cxxxII. ; 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Artaxerxes. 
ONSTER, away! z 
From chearful day, 


To the gloomy deſert fly ; 
Paths explore 


Where lions roar, 
And devourin g tygers lie. 


Tho? for food 

They wade in blood. 
All to ſave their young agree; N 1 

Ev'ry creature, 83 7 

Fierce by nature, 


5 Harmleſs i is, e = thee, 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 571 


8 O NG CXXXIII. 
| Sung by Mr. Tzxpucct, in Artaxerxes. 
AT ER, parted from the ſea, i 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flee, FL 
Or through fertile valleys glide. 


Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe; 
Thro' the land 'tis free to roam, 

Still it murmurs as it flows, 

Till it reach its native home. 


F wa 


$ ONG//CXXXIV. f 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Artaxerxes. 
O Let the danger of a ſon 
Eexcite vindictive ire; 
The proſpect of a kingdom won 
Shou'd light ambition's fire. 


To wounded minds revenge is balm, 
With vigour they engage, "3 

And facrifice a pleaſing calm 

To a more pleaſing rage. 


S O0 NG cxxxv. 
Sung by M,. BEARD, is Artaxerxes. 
CN Much-loy'd ſon! if death 
Has ſtol'n thy vital breath, 
P11 ſhare thy hapleſs fate! 
But ere the dagger drinks my blood, 
A murther'd king at Lethe's flood 
Tbe tidings ſhall relate! 
„„ Bid 


THE B&-EN T4 
Bid Charon ceaſe from toil, 


And reſt; üs dar, 
Till I arrive t attain the foil * _ 
3 wry doin — 


s Oo Nb. 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in re 


L ep rages & 1 2 2 


pare a heart that's juſt 
pete by duty, Ac =. 


Each ungentle thought Gai; 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaft 5 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 

Heap freſh ſorrows on thy Tf 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expwivg, 


Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love, 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs d. 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend} 

I, alas! at once have loſt N 

Father 3 brother, lover, fiend 1 DT 


Let not rage, aby boſom firing, 7 5 
Pity's ſofter remove: 

Spare a heart that's juſt — 
Fore'd by duty, mck'a 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 573 


SONG CXXXVIL. 
Sung by Miſe BRENT, in Artaxerxes. 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 

- 4+ Forfwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield : 

But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 

He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 

And dares again the field. | 


. 
SONG CXXXVIIL, 
The SHEPHERD and FT ID: 


WAS early ona _ 
A harmleſs ſhepherd chanc'd to ſtray, 

A wand ring near a cryſtal — | 

| fat him down to bait his hook ; 
us faid the ſhepherd, free from care, 

If I the gudgeon ſhould enſnare, 

Or any of the ſcaly fry, 

d envy none beneath the ſky.” 


5 port was harmleſs as his mind ; 
pon his hand his head reclin'd ; | 
d, lif*ning to the wood-lark's note, 
: watch'd the motion of his-float : 
ſcarce obtain'd a ſingle ſwim, 
Cupid round the wain did ſcim 
ith feather'd wings, extended wide, 
Wi ſettled by the -plierd's fide. 
ſwain had heard of bows, and darts, 
b Capid's ſnares, that torture hearts ; 
2 uneaſy at the fight, 
artfully 3 his fright; 
rithee, Cupid, tell, I pray, 
at brought thee out _ ſoon to-day pu 


NG 
| 0 
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_ _—_ CAGED I od As oo tht no — — 
—— 8 1 


Should Phoebus 


At firſt he felt uncommon ſmart, 
And fear'd the boy conceal'd a dart: 


— * 
tn — 
2 — = "_ % > 2 * 
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74 THE NMI NA,; 
In truth, ſaid he, my ſport's like thine; 
I hither came to wet my line.“ | 

« If that be true, thou pretty boy, 

«© Then leave with me that glitt'ring toy; 
„ mean the arrow in thy hand;  _ 
„ Then equally we'll ſhare our ſtand.” 
Shepherd, VI! give thee any thing; 
Pray take with it my bow and {tring.” 
The {wain ſecure his cheek did ftroke, f 


And, lily, Cupid's arrow broke. 
But, lo! an angel's voice he heard, 


And foon an angel's form appear'd, 

With eyes fo ants on as poets ſay, _ 
leep, might rule the day: 

The ſhepherd liſten'd to her ſong ; 2 

J fear the ſhepherd gaz'd too long: 

For as her eyes their beams withdrew, 

Her fatal looks the ſhepherd flew. 


Then faintly turning. Child,” ſaid he, 

This evil arrow comes from thee.” | 

O! ſhepherd, it is no ſuch thing 

Thou hadſt my arrow, bow, — ſtring: 

* But now I gutſs for whom you ſmart; 

* The nymph you ſaw has pierc'd your heart.” 

CCC 

SO N.G.;EXXXIX-: + 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Royal Chace, 

Set by Dr. Boyce. 


OW pleaſing we find the gay ſports of the feli 
While through the vales we're bounding, 

The hills our cries reſounding, - 

The muſical chace all its pleaſure does yield. 


A 


Ho 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 55 
ow delightful the pauſe when the ſtag Rook at bay! 
But when his flight renswing, 


Again we were purſuin v4 
ill we crown'd with ſuccefs the ſport of the day. 


TONS OL... 
The e e e TION 


favourite CAN TATA. by Mif5 BranT, at 
| Ranelagh. Se? 95 2 Arne. 


RE CITATIVR. 


HE kind appointment Czlia made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r ; 
here, fretting, long {avs Damon 1868 

Beyond the promis'd hour: 

0 longer able to contain 

This anxious expectation, | 

ith rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 
And — thus his paſſion. 


Alix. 


To all the ſex deceitful 
A long and laſt adieu, 
vince women prove ungrateful 
As long as men prove true. 
The pains they give are many, 
0444 And, Oh! too hard to bear; 
fo The j joys they give—if any, 
Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 


" RECITATIVE. 


v Czelia, from Mamma got looſe, 
ad reach'd the calm retreat; 

th modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 
nd chid her tardy feet. 


F 2 The 


e held 


ng, 


| Ho 


»6 THB REAN; 


The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 

His joy could not reſtrain, * _ 

But, as each tender thought. increas 'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 


Al. 


How engaging, how endearing, | | 
Is a lover's pain and care ! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing 
After abſence or deſpair ! 
Women wile 1acreaſe deſiring 
By contriving kind delays; 
And, advancing or retiring, 
All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


Sung by Mr. BAR D. Set by Mr, Howard. 

i The Words by Paul Whitehead, E, Far- Lau 

i x 72 EN Bacchus, jolly god, invites 

{ \ To revel in his ev ning rites, | 
In vain his altar I ſurround, 

Tho? with Burgundian incenſe crown 'd: 


No charms has wine without the Iaſs ; 
"Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs, 


FCC 
| While all around, with ;ocund 

| In brimmers roaſt their fav'rite 

Tho? ev'ry pn my lips 3 

| My heart fti] iſpers Chloe” s name: 

| And thus with | we, | am'rous ſeealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health, | | 


s 0h 


SONG. CX LI. 
ö 
! 


RECITATIVE. | 


ureal 


LE 


Or, ENGLISH SVYRE N. N | 


$ONG NEE. 
| Bet by Mx. Jackſon, 


s or heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my love and me; 

My longing ches may hope, at laſt, 
Their only wiſh to fte: 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in ev'ty look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 
And heal each idle, anxious care, 
Our fears in abfence frame? 
Thus, Delia, thas I paint che ſcene, 

When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that fooths my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove * 


If I am doom'd at length to . 


That you've forgot to lore: K 
All I of Venus aſk, is this, | 127 

No more to let us joinz 
But grant me here the llat'ring lad 

To die, and * mg mine. | 

8 0 N G CXLHI, 

Fe 2 by Mr. Jacklon. 
M. days have been ſo wond'rous free, | 
LVA The little birds that fly, 9 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to * 
s but as bleſt as I, 5 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
{ 
' 
' 


1 


THE BRE NI; 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ſtream ; 


Or aſk the gentle gales, if e'er 
I lent a ſigh to them. 


But now my former days retire, | 


And I'm by beauty caught; 


The tender chains of ſoft deſire 


Are fixt upon my thought: 
An eager hope, within my breaſt, 
Does ev'ry doubt controul, 


And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 


_ The fav'rite of my ſoul. 


Ve nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 


Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 


Ve * echoes, breezy winds, 


e cloſe retreats of love; 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign! 


O!] teach a young, un practis'd heart, 


To make her ever mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 


As much as of deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her: 25 
Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 

Is mixt with ſoft diſtreſs; 


Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs, 3 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
And flights my wel!-meant love; 


Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 


A pain ſhe won't remove; 


Foarewel, ye birds, ye lonely pines, 


Adieu to groans and ſighs ; 


I'll leave my paſſion to the winde; 


Love, unreturn'd, ſon dies. 


SONG 


NY 


Cet your pipes, 


| SONG CXLIV. 
MAY, the MOTHER of LOVE. 
] Set by Mr, Long. | 
[HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, _ 
And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd fof her beauty above ; 4 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May, as the Mother of Love. 
From the weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kifs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the Mother of Love. 
May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array; 
f the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May + 
The ſtock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 
ind murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 
he goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay B | 
, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May * 
'ould Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 


Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 


That May is the Mother of Love. 
E 4 8 


TFT H- NR: BNE 


—_ (A. e 49.6.) Tg 
2 Tzxpucci, a been Þ 
Set bf Bigner Giardini. 


o on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which go real joys impart, 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, 

Did I fix my youthful heart. 


'Twas not Chloe's perfect feature, 
Did the fickle Wand' rer bind; 

Nor her form, the boaſt of nature ; 

T was alone her ſpotleſs mind. 


Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 

Which no real joys impart, 1 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, 
Did I fix my youthful heart. 


Take, ye ſwains, the real bleſſing, 
That will joys for life enſure; 
The virtuofis mind alone poſſeſſing, 
Will your laſting bliſs ſecure. 


Not on beauty's tranſient 5 
Which no real joys impart, 
Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, _. 
Did 1 fix EW n 88 . 


5 SONG. cxlLVI. | 
Sung by Miſs DAvIESs, at Vacha. 


Ser by Mr. Samuel Howard, 
ET the nymph ſtill avoid, and de. deaf ute | 


ſwain, 5 | 
Who in tranfports of - paſhon affects to complain ; 


For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown ; 


And the b:alt that blows loudeſt is ſoon 3 
at 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. % 
it the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has pierc'd to the heart, 
Will faobmiſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart; 
r, in plaintive foft murmurs, his boſom-ſek woe, 
Lice the ſmooth-gliding current of rivers, will flow. 


ho” filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
Ind his heart 6wn your ſway it a tribute of ſighs: 
at when he accoſts you, in meadow or grove, 
is tale is ſo tender—he codes like the dove. 


SONG V. 
: The IDES of MAY. 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
HE proſpect clear d, around is heard 
The muſic of the hive; 
de bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flowy.. 
And nature's all alive: 
nev'ry grove the work is love, 
The word rs, Sing and play ;”* 
rom eve to morn the ſages warn, 


« Ye maids, beware of May!” | | 
xch lively ſcheme, each am'rons theme, 


Our nymphs and poets chuſe; 
oe dance delights, the ſong invites, 


As mirth provokes the muſe : 

Ide war's no more, our chiefs come oer; 

5 Again the grave ones fd, 5 
0 ne Where'er ye tread,” tertipration's ſpread z : 
|, | © Beware the Ides of May” 
5 15 We to : 
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4 + ON 6 CRIBS: 
Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 
Give me that ſocial mnie EMH] 85 / 
Which none but true lovers receive, 


When Luna bedecks the ſtill night, 
And glances her ſmiles on the eve; 
When to the fair meadows we go, 
Where peace and contentment retire z | 
Or down the ſmooth current we row, 
In time with the flutes and the lyre. 


By nature theſe pictures are drawn: „ 
How ſweet is each landſchape diſpos'd 

The proſpe& extends to the lan, 

Or by the tall beeches is clos'd. 

Come, Strephon, attend to the ſcene: 

The clouds are all vaniſh'd above; 

The objects amund are ſerene, 

As modell'd to muſic and love. 


SONG CXLIX. 
4 favourite CANTATA. Sung by Mi Banxr 
at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 
| | RECITATIVE. 45 
Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
| That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 
At length the god of wine addreſt, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt, _ _ 
| | Aix. 5 
Vouchſafe, O pow'r, thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid; _ = 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 8; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 
Fluſh his wan looks, 2 chear his heart. 
J ²· 
To Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god reply'd: 
e Arr. - 
Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away: 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair; 
The way to conquer is - to dare. 
R&xNcirATIVE. | 
The ſwain purſued the god's advice, 
The nymph was now no longer nice. 
1 AT. 5! +: | 5 
She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind: 
Men to themſe:ves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us tyrants by their fear. 


FP 5 


60 NG: CL LEI AS Ld 
b+++ DAMON and FLORELLA. A Dialogue. 
Sung in the Sorcerer. 
f h. AST, my love, thine eyes around, 
Nr, '$ See, the ſportive lambkins play ; 

Nature gaily decks the ground, 

All in honour of the May : 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


be. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale; 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
Th; All which virtue ought to give. 
| | | He. 


84 THE? ERIE N TE 0 
He. Not the verdhre of the grove, 


She, Not the water's s gentle fall, 


Not the garden's faireſt flow're: | 
Nor the meads where lovers rove,. 
Tempted by the vernal our, 
Can delight thy Damon's ayes » 
If Florella is not b. 


By the bank with poplars crown d, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 

Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon 1 is not near. 2 


Both. Let us love, and let us live 


Like the chearful ſeaſon gay: 
Baniſh care, and let us give 

Tribute to the fra * May: 
Like the ſp arrow thy the dove, 
Liſten to voice of love. 

: ob bb $4 $44 
n - 
Sung by M/s Davizs, at Vauxhall, 

Ser by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


WW HERE ſhall Delia fly for ſtelter? 


In what ſecret grove or cave? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, ihe ay, the brave. 
Tho? with Kare fe flareh her, 
Still ſhe long 8, and il ſhe burns: 


Cupid ſhoots The Hayman's archer," 


Whereloe' er the W br 


x + q 4 Ve 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 85 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe; and beauty, 
(If diſcretion guide us not) 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer, 
Now ſome ſubtle mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 
O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamias miſtake, - 
Stinting flame by bating fewel, 
Always careful and awake. 


Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns : - 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


8 e e 
Sang by Miſs Daviss, at Vauxhall. 
Ser by Mr. Samuel Howard, 
IN all mankind's promiſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wond'rous topurſue;  _ | 
And, both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, cit and clown, 
Solicit Something Ne). 
The poets ſtill from natureitake, _ 
And what is ready-made they make; 
___ Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
Thro' differtation, ſong, or ode, 
rtue, ] To give you Something New? 


* 


They 


s e BB REN: Y;- 

They ſay virginity is ſcarce _ 

As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour too: 

The papers of the day imply 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for Something New. 


We ſee a-like the woeful dearth 
In melancholy, or in mirth ; 
What then ſhall ladies do? 
Seek virtue as th' immortal prize; 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 
For that is Something New. 


++ +$++$+++ 


V 
The BRIDAL DAY; a Cantata. 
Sung by Miſs Sm1TH, at Marybone-Gardens, 
Ser by Mr. Yates. 


„„ MECITATIVS>: T 
VE ſwains, who reap the ripen'd corn, 
1 And with ſoft muſic hail the morn, 

Your fickles lay aſide: | 
Hence, labour's preſſive hand, away; 
In rural paſtime ſpend the day, * 

To charm the new-made bride. 


2 Aix. 
With roſes deck the jeſs'mine bow'rs ; 
Beſtrew the verdant mead with flow'rs, 
That Phœbe paſs along; 
Hark, hark! the feather'd race, on wing, 
To love's foft impuiſe warbling fing _ 
Their ſoft melodious ſong. 


Bci. 


RECITATIVE.. 
Then fill, ye ſwains, the rural reed; 
Let art with nature vie; | 
Nor let the ſhrill-ton'd lark impede 
Your partial harmony, 


Alx. 
Whilſt blith as May morning, 
When nature looks charming, 
The damſels ſhall dance on the green, 
"Tis with beauty replete, 
The fair Phœbe we greet, 
And hail her our paſtoral queen. 


eee | 


92 eee eee 
The A8 U IS T. 
Sung by Miſs Daviks, at Vauxhall. 
. | Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


RECITATIVE. | 

H ICH is beſt, ye caſuiſts, ſay, 
To be grave, or to be gay ? 
Still to weep, and never ſmile, - 
(In the Penſerofo ſtile) '' 
So ſit moping like a nun; 

Or to friſk it in the ſun, | 
Where the ſcenes of mirth are play'd, 
And the glad appointments made ? 


A1R. 


If the maid avoid exceſs, : 
Better ſing, and dance, and dreſs, 
And indulge the calls of youth, 
While ſhe forfeits not her truth: 
Rigour and ſevere demean 

Ar not decent at ſixteen ; 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 87 


„ - "THE BRENT; 
E- And the character is loſt, 
Study'd at good nature's coſt. 


She that meditates the moſt. 

Is not always virtue's boaſt; N | 

Nor the ſilent and demure, 

Always peaceable-and pure ; 

While the lively, briſk, and ſmar t, 
Have more innocence at heart.. 

With a little leſs to dredde 1 
From the miſchief in their head. 


— 


Sus 


SONG CLV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 
Like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul _ 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, + ow 
Whoſe paſſions act beneath controul, 
With love and honour join'd. 
| The oak, by woodbines on the plain 
a Encompaſs'd and careſs'd, 
| Is not more ſtedfaſt in its reign, 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs d. 


1 The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 
linke ſhadows, and like noiſec, 
Have nothing in themſelves, we know., 
1 That ſober ſenſe enjoys; 
11 But pure and conſtant love endears, 

And feaſts both ear and fight, 
While ev'ry thing that virtue fears 

Can give no true delight. 
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or, ENGLISH SYREN. 89 


„ 
dung by Mr. Low, Mi. CarIET, Mi Mitts, 
and Miſs SM1TH, on the ofening of Marybone- 
Gardens, Set by Mr. Yates. Eh 


o 
"of OW theſummeradvances, and pleaſure removes 
"i From the ſmoke of the town to the fields and 
the proves, © — ol OK 
Permit me to hope that your favour again © - 
„uu smile, as before, on this once-happy plain. 


Tho? here no Rotunda expands the wide dome, 
No canal on its borders invite ye to amm 
Yet nature ſome bleflinps has 5 around, 
And means to improve may hereafter be found. 
Miſs Milet. 5 
On ſpots as uncouth, from foundations as mean, 


Some ſtructures ſtupendous exalted have been: - 
Hence ftarted Vauxhall, and thus Ranelagh grew 


From rudeneſs to grandeur, ſupported by you, 


Miſs Smith. „ 
The barreneſt heath may by art be improv'd; 
It has rivers diverted, and mountains remov'd : 
Do you then the ſunſhine of fayour diſplay, _ 
And culture ſhall ſoon. the glad ſummons obey. 


, 


Mean while, ev'ry effort to pleaſe . try; 
Good muſic, good wine, with each other ſhall vie: 
o Fd pour your eſteem's the full ſcope of our plan, | 
7 d we'll ſtrive to deſerve it as well as we can. ul 
ED SONG Il 


SONG CLVII. 
| A Favourite SONG, Jung at Ranelagh. 
OW the woodland choiriſts ſing, 
Beauty takes her radiant ſphere ; 
Love adorns the ſmiling ſpring, | 
Love and beauty gild the year: 
Seize the minutes as they fly, 
Jocund hours and feſtive round ; 
Innocence, with virgin eye, ES 
Comes with rural chaplets crown'd, _ 


Awful virtue keeps her ſtate 
— In the cot, or on the throne ; 
Liberty enjoins her mate, 
As fair honour holds the zone : 
Love and beauty, on the wing, 
| Sweep the globe, and conquer all; 
Poet, hero, ſage and king, 5 
At their ſhrine ſubmiſſive fall. 


Where ſhould honour love to dwell, | 
But in freedom's happy ule? 
Virtue here enjoys a ce Al | 
More than in a tyrant's ſmile: _. 4 
Where ſhould beauty fix her reign, 
But on love, that pow'r defies ? 
Innocence ſhall crown the ſcene, 
Where ambition droops and dies. 
1 e 
Sung by Miſs PLenivs, at Mary bone-Gardens. 
I Met young Damon t'other daa; 
And, near me as he drew, _ 
No ſwain, methought, e'er look'd fo gay; 


. 


 Vpon my word *tis true, 


P 


$f fog = way 


With 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 95 
With ardent blifs my lips he preft : 
| Pray, what could Phillis do ? 
I frown'd—but only frown'd in Jeſt ; 
Upon my word ? tls true. 


The ſhepherd ſigh'd, and talk d of love, 
3 theme to me quite new; 2 2 
els, heav'n, and pow'rs above; 
pos vow'd that all was true, 


My boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, 
As ſtill more fond he grew; :- 5 
I liſten'd to his tale with joy; 
Upon my word tis true. | 
Let Damon now be bleſt, he ey. Bir 
And fondly to me flew : 


I I trove, but vainly ſtrove to chide ; 
Upon my word tis true, 


With bluſhes ſpread, I look'd mates” 

Felt joys but known to few ; 

For then I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true. | 


SONG CLIX 
Sung by Miſs Davizs, at Vauxhall, 
Ser by Dr. Boyce. 


OUNG Phillis one morning a maying would go; 
Y When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet Wendt to 
and fro, | 
In vain did the cowſli lers fair band invite, A 
Nor daiſies nor daffodi _ her delight : © 
Her heart with the throbl, s of paſſion. did move; 
Each bird on the ſpray could ave told her 'twas love. 
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At length ſhe grew weary,.and (at by a bern 
Where Strephon, the ſhepherd, was bs ts hook: 
Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and, heard her com ain; 
His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pan; 
The ſwain had led many bor Bos the grove, -| / 
And he 8 rogue i thought that run, why! 
ove, | 
Howe'er, as her mind was by lender ani 
"Twas plain that fair vittue was lodg'd in her breaſ: 
Her beauty was much, hut her modeſty mo 
Which Strephon: perceiv*d,' and began to adore ; 
He knelt at her feet with a garland he were, 
And Phillis nen to him her love. 


4 favourite $ox XG, > fs b * Dar! r, at Ranelagh, 
HE gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the ſun, 


With heav'n-born tints of Irjs' bow 1 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide, -. | 


As 1 in the ſhade it 


rives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe, 
Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the tore. 
That from the tulip can arife, , 
When parted from its glowing bed: 
While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe in its native ſcies, 
When cropt to grace the virgin. head, 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wfought in nature's various robe 


W. re pride declines, and merit hives, 15 


Vour virgin dignity o er- p N 
The heroes of the conquer d globe: 12 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 


SONG 


T 


* 
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Or, E NGLIS H S YR E N. 9} 
5d « $10 NQ" CLINE © e 
The ORIGIN of ENGLISH LIBERTY. 

Sung by Mr, Hu psox. The Words by G. A. Stevens. 
1 2 gods of the ene at ambroſial 


arge bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; ; 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 
(Homer fays the celeſtials lov'd baghia * J) 
6 each in oo ſynod the humouriſt droll' 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart tories told. 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
Gros grievouſly tired of late; 

« He ſays that mankind are much worſe than before, 
go he begs ta be eas d of their weight.“ 

Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his - anal Attraction the charge of the 

wWorl 


And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the Boom 


round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth RK 
Like adi'mond, the whole with an atmoſphere hand, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth : 
With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; 
France and Spain fhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſaited each clime on each clime ſhe beftow'd, 
And Fazezpom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Tour cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
uardians to cheriſh the root ; 
The wo ch of Li EA TY *gan for to ſmile, 
And gt fed on the fruit : : _ 
us 


94 THE B R- E N. Tz | 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty N rare, W. 


O preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n, ] 

We will while we've breath; nay, we'll , it in Of 
death, 

Then return it untainted to heay? 8. bf vp 10 

ee 10 


8 O N G CLXII. i | 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Mary bone-Gardens. 
The Words by Mr. Lockman. | 


5 \AINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 

| Your hearts, ye fair ones, guard ; dy 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, 

And play a trickſter's card: | 

With ſtrange delight poor women they Light, 


Amuſe, cajole, belie : : \ 
Hence, girls! beware—look ſharp—take care; n 
For men are wond'rous fly, - | W 
That Proteus man, like him of old, $57 H 

A thoufand forms will take; 5 
His venal ſoul is all for gold, 1 

A crocodile, or ſnake. Fi 
See his dire thread! this ſpider ſpread SL 
To catch the female fly: H 
Hence, girls! beware—look ſarp—take cx care ; ; F 
For men are wondrous ly. n 

A porcupine with rage inf} i'd, - f > 
Ar ny — hs he — ds quill Ft 

A baſiliſie by frenzy fir'd, \ 
His 4 Bak by poiſon kills : 1 
With fraudful NE he ſteals their hearts, e I 
Then throws the baubles b | nt 
Hence, girls! beware — look Cards: take care; Y 
For men are wond Tous fly. Ta |: 
Wa L 


i 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. g 


Was the whole race of men to meet 
In one wide-ſpreading plain, 
Of conſtancy, of faith, to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train; 
To find a youth renown'd for truth, 
Whole ages we might try : 
Hence, girls ! beware—look ſharp—take care ; 
For men are wond'rous ſly. | 
HEMEIEES IS HE t tit pt bed ttt ts 
TW 288 
dung by Mrs. VINCENT, at Vauxhall, and by MIG 
PrkENIus, at Marybone-Gardens. 
1 Set by Mr. Yates. | 
OUNG Strephon, the artleſs, the dangerous 
ſwain, | 
My love and efteem has attempted to gain ; 
With the ſame wicked arts he ſo oft had betray'd, 
He thought to feduce one more innocent maid : 
But appris'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 
[ baſed his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare ; 
For virtue J love, and was taught in my dawn, 
When I gather'd a roſe, to beware of the thorn. 
His tears I neglected, his oaths J deſpis'd ; 


For his heart by thoſe tears, by thoſe oaths, hediſguis'd: 


What preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 
(The prodigal bounty of art and deſign:: 

He coax'd, and he flatter'd, but flatter'd in vain, 
And practis'd each art, on my weakneſs to gain: 
Protected by prudence, I laugh'd him to ſcorn; 

Tho? I fancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn, 

He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 
What credulous beauties his arts had undone ; 

He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, 

That his heart and thoſe fair ones were victims to me: 


'I told 
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I told him thoſe vigims, and faith, Id deſpiſe, . . 

And from ſuch examples would earn to be wiſe ! 
That I never wou'd proſtitute virtue tg TT 
Or ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn, 8 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his wu 1 

Was his paſſion on virtue, not Taten built; 
Was his heart as ſincere as his oaths are a 

I could fancy (I own I could fancy) the ſwain : 

But experience has taught . 3 to mul, 

And folly to think he can ever be j 

So P'll ifle my flame, and reje& — with ſcorn, - 

Leſt I graſp at the Wan and be hurt by the om. 


FE. 


8 O NG clxiv. 5 
Set by Mr. Dibden. 


NE ſummer « eve, as Nancy fair 
Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 

While ſoaring fiey-larks ſhook the air 

In warbling o'er her head; 
In tender cooes the pigeons wood 3 
(Love's impulſe all muſt feel) 
She ſung, but ſtill her work on 

And turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


« While thus I work with rock and reel, 
«« Solife by time is ſpun ; 
1 And as runs round my ſpinning-wheel, | 
„The world turns up and down: 
4 Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
«© While I no changes feel, 
But get my bread by ſweat of brow, 
* And turn my ſpinning-wheel. _ 


4 # 176040497 en 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 97 
« From me let men and women too 
« This howe-ſpun lefſon learn, 
Not mind what other people do, 
« Hut cat the bread they earn: | 
if none were ſed, were that to be, 
< « But what deſerv'd a meal, 
7 Some ladies then, as well as me, 
« Muſt turn the ſpinning- wheel. 
he rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus fun _ —_— * a 
hen o'er the lawn limp'd gammer Joan, 
oh And brought home Nancy's ſwain : 
Come,“ cries the dame, Nance, here's thy ſpouſe; 
» if © Away throw rock and reel: 
ch Nancy with the bonny news 
O'er-ſet her ſpinning- wheel. 


SONG CLXV. 
Sung by N Waren, in The Fairy Tale. 
OU ſpotted ſnakes, with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
2 and bane tn. 1 do no wrong, 
ome not near the fairy queen. 
Philomel, ith mob . 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby. 
either harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come the fairy's pillow nigh, 
80 good night with lullaby, _ 
2 none, * here ; N ETFs 
ence, ye long-legg'd ſpinners, hence; 
etles black, approach not near; 
Worm nor ſnail, do no'offence. - 
Philomel, with melody, 


$ONG 
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TID me, when forty winters more | 


Of rage and calm, of froſt and hre, 


( nverting Nature's law) to ſeize 


Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 


All charms me that to 


S0 NG CLD 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


Mins 


F Have furrow'd deep my pallid broy ; - 
When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow z: 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong 
Now rolls impetuous on and fre, 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps along; 
Then bid me court Sabriety. | 


Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene 


_ 


Unerring guide, cauld only mean, | 
That age ſhov'd reaſon - youth defixe. 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume 


The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 
And join impoſhbilitiey? ? 
No! - let me waſte the frolic Max 
In wanton joys and wild exceſs, 
In revel ſport, and laughter gag. 
And murth, and roſy chearfulneſs. _ 


And wine, the aid of love, be near: 
Jo Incites, 
And ev'ry. ſhe, that's I is fair, 2 5 


8 O NG Gn 
Sung by Mr. DrARL, at Ranelagh. 
Ser by Mr. Baildon. 3 
N pleaſure's ſmooth wings, how old Time liea 


. away, 


And love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray! 


A 


. f 8 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. ogg 


My days, O ye ſwains ! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night: 
No care found a place in my cottage, or breaſt ; 

But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 
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v3 Twas then no fair Phillis my heart cou'd enfnare_ 
Nich voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air: y 
- Wo kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, | 
4 hat I gather'd the ſweets, but I miſs'd of the ſmart: 10 
Wl toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee; | 
Wat ſtill all my ſong was, Vl ever be free.“ 


was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: 
r I ſtray'd thro? the garden, or travers'd the field, 
en thouſand gay ſcenes were 766 to my ſight: 
If the nighting ſung, I could liſten all night ; 
ith my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
ind wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


Nit now, fince for Hehe in ſecret I ſigh, 

\las ! what a change! and how wretched am I! 
\dieu to the charms of the valley and glade ; 
heir ſweets now all ficken, their colours all fade; 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrai n, 
and the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in vain. 


hey ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee ; 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 
hen teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft art, 
Ur aid me, by zeaſon to ranſom my heart: 

o crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 
ive love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. 
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O Lovely peace! with plenty erown'd. 9 


1 , 


SONG CLXVUL. * "0" 
DUETTO. £319 
In the Oratorio of Judas S 


Come ſpread thy b.eflings all around 

Let fleecy — the hills adorn, 
And valleys ſmile with wavy corn: ; 
Let the ſhrill trumpet ceaſe, nor other funds ＋ 
But n o WT wake the chearfulmor 


SONG CLXIX. | 7 


A favourite Duzr, and Cnokus, in 4 Orale | 
Judas Macchabzus, . 


GEE the conquering hero comes, 

Sound the N beat the nen! ; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring / 

Songs of triumph to him ſing. * 
See the godlike youth advance, © 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the aste; 9 


"I — 
—— — 


— — 


Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, +. BN 
- 20 deck the hero's brow divine. JEM. 


SONG CLXX. 


4 Sons, ſung. by Mrs. '$corr, 1 
The Conſcious Lovers. Set by Mr. Baildon. . 


F love? sa ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 
If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content! T 


Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complai 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain? . 1 


Vet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles mia X 


2 v4 gf 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 101 

graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 

id by paſſionate filence I make my love known: 

at, oh i how I'm bleſt when fo kind ſhe does prove, 

Wy ome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

ben, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
ad our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 

Wow pleaſing is beauty! how ſweetare the charms ! 

ow delightful embraces ! how peaceful her arms! 

re there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

monie tanght us on earth, and by all things above: 

nd to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield; 

i tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field. 

1 


eee ene 
Sung by Miſt Ba xx, in The Jovial Crew. 

Set by Dr. Arne. £ 
Fi N O woman her envy can ſmother, 

„ Tho' never ſo vain of her charms; 


If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 43 
The pride of her heart it alarms. 


New conqueſts ſhe till muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grows leſs ; 

Her poor little heart is ſtill aching 
At ſight of another's ſucceſs. 


But nature deſign'd, in love to mankind, 
That different beauties ſhou'd move, 
"till pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign 
Sole "monarch in empire of love. 3 
Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due; 
lone cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
bea. You'll not be contented with two 
* ., no, you'll not be contented with tu. 
r Fz 800 
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SONG CLXXII 
STREPHON and PHB E. 
Z ab RY 
Y9uNG Strephon long doated on Phœbe then, 
Whoſe heart of his anguiſh did fecretly ſhire; 


But fearing his paſſion wou'd changtable prove, i 
She prudently check'd the ſoft dictates of love, 


£ 


The beanties you fancy, the fair one wou'd ſay, -iM 
Are charms of a moment, and doom'd to decay: 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true: 
The bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwain; 
Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain: | 
Tho” age, like the winter, may blaſt thy fair pring fi 
Yet virtue, {till blooming, gains vigour by time. 


The ſtrength of my an with your charms wilt decline, 
Nor gaze at a face that is younger than thine ; 

While this faithful. heart, ever true to my vow, 
Preſerves thy dear image, as bright as tis now, 


Then baniſh, dear Phebe, each doubt, and each fear, 
That make. fancy'd evils like real appear; 

The ſwift-flying moments with ardour improve, 
And grant the reward that is due to my love. 


Kind Phœbe aſſenting believ'd the fond youth, 
Who prov'd that his paſſion was founded on truth) 
And, tho' envious age may her beauty impair, 


Her virtue and honour will ever be fair. | 


J. ö 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 1& 
SONO CLXXIIL. 

A fawenrite BALL 4 Ds Jung at Vauxhall: 

O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 


e appeal ta the men to determine between & 
bare A tun-belly'd Bacchus, and Beauty's fair queen. 


be pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign ; 
For tho” there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile; _ 
Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile: 
er beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

nd, the more I behold her, the more 1 admire! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore; 


heſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more. 


How happy our days when with love we engage! g A 
Tis the tranſport of youth; *tis the comfort of age: 
But what 2 of the bottle, or bowl 7 


line Wine tickles the tafte, love enraptures the ſonl!“ 
* nnen enden ba 
bot, as he riots in liquor, will cry. 


he longer 1 drink, the more thirty: am J. 


„Fon this fair confeſſion, tis plain, my good friend, 
; * You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. a 
Pour big- belly d bottle may raviſh your eye, 
e, Nut bow fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry? 
om woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt ſpring; 


et ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford; 


ut woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, 
ind I'll love the dear ſex - aye, as long as I can. 
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The merits of wine with the charms of the fair; 
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Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—ſhe is the beſt thing, 


or a time it will make one as great as a lord; #7 
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A PASsTORAL Sons, Sos Mr: Hyops, (| 
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Ranelagh. Se Battiſhilt. 


W.. ſhepherd, or nymph of the grove, * 
| Can blame me for dro pPing a a 9 
Or lamenting aloud, as F rove,” 

Since Phaebe no longer i is here? 8 
My flocks, if at random they Fir, n ö 
What wondar, if ſhe's from the patio in 
Her hand they were wont to 0 1 | . 

She rul'd boch the oy and t e deine 1 
Gan Lever forget how we Kray d 3 

To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 

To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 

Or the river that runs by che ml? 
There, ſweet, by my fide as the „ 

And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the halt 

Or the bieating of lambs from the l 


How oft” wou'd I ſpy out a charm; n 
Which, before, had been hid from my view! 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm 
My lips to her lips, how they grew! | 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt! 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt. 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who belt, + 6-08 


No changes of place, or of time, 

I felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather, and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 105 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 4 
Did we melt on the boſom of May; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
if we raſe up to work or to play. 
the was all my fond wiſhes. could aſe; - 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
Ne was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, ' 
17 The deſpair, and the envy of art: 
bere all, that is worthy to prize, 
7 In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the Graces were thron'd in her eves,, + 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. . 
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$0 N G CLXXV. | 


| Set by Dr. Arne. 


* 
— 
2 
or ay 


BW Twas but an artful trick to prove | 
rde matchleſs force of Jenny's love. „ 


is true, a noſegay I had dreſt 

Io grace the witty Daphne's breaſt ; 

©» ut *rwas at her defire, to try 
Il Damon caſt a jealous eye: 


77 HAT means that tender figh, my dear? 

Ty Why filent drops that cryſtal tear ? \ Li 
bat jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, "| 
Where love and peace delight to reſt? | 
hat tho? thy Jockey has been ſeen 
Pich Molly ſporting on the green, j 


— . — 
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beſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
elected, ſeatter'd o'er the lawn ; 

Noi in thy fragrant boſom lies 
A lweet perfume that never dies. 
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But Phillis will tell me tte truth of the caſe. 


— "WET 210 ce. 2 
8 . 
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His countrymen's glory, their champion and friend, 


7 
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8 ONO CLXXVI. 7 

COLIN and PHILEIS, a Pafrral Dialogue. 
Sang by Mr. BZ AD Mig, HALLAM, in The 6 
Arxcadian Nupualy. }- * 
J | ; Ri n. | 170 ns 4 
ARK! bark! oer the plains what glad th, 


mults we hear! 


” 


's * 
«& « © 


In 


How gay all the bing s and the ſhepherds appear] 

With myrt'es and roſes new deck'd are the BoW, 

And every buſh bears à garland of flow' ts. 

I can't, for my life; what it means underſtand ; 

There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand ; 

Not harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take place; 
„ Ilbphillis ester 


Pzbilli. 14,4 (2 

The truth, honeſt lad ?—why ſurely you know 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the fiſter of Corin our lord; '* 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and eaſe 
All fancies can ſtrike, and all jadgments can pleaſe; 
That Corin but praiſe muſt the matter give o'er; II. 
You know what he is and I need ſay no more. 
: I a be "9197000 
Young Thyrſis too claims all that honour can lend, * 


Tho' ſuch flight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his deſerts; 
And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their hearts, 
But hence, to the bridal, behold how they throng ! 
Lach ſhepherd conducting his ſweetheart along 1. 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. WT 


e joyous occaſion all nature 1 

ith tender affections and om or deſires. 
Dutio. 1 * . 6 

| w'rs, at o'er conjugal anion prefide, 

Tie; F bridegfoom 2nd Beige,” 4 

\ "What . and virtue, and valour, may ſhine * 

In a race li r no end to he line: 

et honour lory, and riches and e. 7 

nceaſing 23S them thro? KN "of f A 

nd, while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 4 

Ohl. may they live l as thoſe in a cot! 


' 
9 


ut, 


ear { 


bl 


$ONG CLXXVIL. . 
DAMON and PHILLIS. of Dia, 
Fr: Sung at Vauxhall, Ow 


f Damos. 

N 8 Hb Phillis, N on you, to forve a ſwainſo! 
k You promis'd [aſt Lammas, you very well know, 
rd fay 45 till Chriſtmas, our ha ds ſhould be 
' join' 

” % And *tis Midfummer now, Phillis, 105 io unkind * 
cali Why, why, Phillis, why fo unkind ? 


cale; Wk Phillis. {13 | 

True, Dane, I promis d I own 2 — What then 7 
My mind has ner ale alter'd - how faithleſs are men! 
ron vow'd to be conſtant, and yet t'other day 

You ſwore that young Lucy was ſweet as the May, 
Sweet, Feet, 3 was ſweet & the e May. e | 55 


Damon. 
hen Phillis wow bey: when ſhe left me forlorn, \ * 


itn, 1 


. 2 


Mad, , who was to blame 


If 5 15 0 fo HEN 3 . ſame 70 Ls L 


dure, Avore, to make Phillis the fame Þ ) 
* Phillis. 


Th 
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And was finging to Colin beneath the green thorn ; = 
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166: 7TH E B R E Ann © 


Pbilli. 03911 41 " He 
Like the bee Wat des roving to nge the | At 
You pip'd to each 1 Was you 8 "ſs He 
T lik'd the ſweet lay, for I thought ĩt ſincete; 
But why does Paftora ſo oft drop the tear 3 Irn 
Why, hn ſo of aur the tear ? A ee of Bo; 
- Damon. ' Ie An 


From my bert, W t me tell thee, I peut e II 
To conquer each beautiful, inſolent mai 

The garlands they wreath'd at thy feet are refign'ty He 
This, this, was my pride - then is Phillis unkind?” At 
Then, then, then 1 G phil unkind? Tl 


, Phillis, ; 


How frail the diſguiſe a fond lover would uy. 
How weak the thin ſnare that the ſoul would bely!, 
Hence, hence, with ſuſpicion ! away from the grove, 
And prove at the church that truth waits. 5 150 
TIO prove, truth Yue upon love. 


— 


8 0 N G CLXXVIII. 


E AR the ſide of a pond, at the foot * a hill, 
A free - hearted fellow attends on his mill 
Exclh b ealth blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o/er his face 
And honeſty gives e'en to aukwardneſs grace: 
Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and fing, 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a king; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full (will 
Of liquor home- brew!d, to ſucceſs of the mill, 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll ſor his crade, - % 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid ; - 
His conſcience is free, and his income is olear, oy 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year: * 


— — — 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 10 
he's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote; 


9th - 1 ſcorns 9 accept of a groat: 
LH a 4 proud placemen; . do what hep 
1 They ne 7 ſeduce che tanch' man of the . 


on Sunday he talks With the barber and prieſt, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt ; 
bat che Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free trade | 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid. 
d: he fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 
Aud he wiſhes poor N ſtill may have peace: 

'. MW Tho' Old England, he knows, may have — 
and hve kill, 
To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


y! MW With this honeſt hope he goes home to his works. 
ove, And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
ve; ¶ And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 5 5 
or wich the if plou h turns - farrows of clay: 
46 I barveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh g lee, 
| That his country may ever be happy and fred: | e 
With his hand and his heart to king George _ he 


W 28” 


1. May Mirth ſouls at the man of che will! A | 
10 et eee # 
2 TR s O N G/CLXXIX. 1 
| Sung at Safller's-Wells, 

youke Strephon, « ſhepherd, the pride of ths | 


1 20489 if 
Lach day is attem my kindneſs to gain ; Fo 3 
H = takes all occa — is flame to renew ;' vo 


hires rpnbchn/ : j4 


SORE? 3 . 0 Ar . F 
1.7 K . N N | 


% THE WRENT; 
He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more kind, 
And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of hie mind: 
J ay I'm engag'd, and F wiſh him to go; 

He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely ſay No. nom: e 
To Thyrſis, lat Valentine's day, the dear youth, | 8 
] tell him I plighted my faith and my truth ; 
That wealth cannot peace and contentment beſtow, 

And my heart is another's, — ſo beg he will go: 
That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, . 
And the heart that is honeſt can never be fold; .. y 
That J gh not for grandeur, but look down on ſhow; WW 
And to Thyrſis muſt haſten, nor anſwer him No, 


] 
He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 1 
If his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies: 
_ He gives me his hand, and would force me to go; 
I pity his ſuff ring, but boldly fay No, - 
I try to avoid him in hopes of ſweet peace; 
He haunts me each moment to make me ſay Ves: 
+ But to-morrow, ye fair-ones, with Thyrſis I go; 
And truſt me, at church, that I will not fay no. 


SHOE; PRE 

SONG CLXXX, 
DAMON and SYL/VIA; I Dialog. 
wa ; Set by Dr. Arne. ET 


| E AR Sylvia, no longer m paſſion deſpiſe, , 
[ Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful eyes, 

or arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful eyes: _ 
| They beeome not diſdain, but moſt charming would 
' | rove, 307 LP UNA. nnn: ; : OT: Ib 
If once they were ſoftew'd with fmiles and with love, 
| If ance they were ſoften d with ſmiles and with love. 
r 5 | | SE 


+ Sylvia. | 


r, E NG LISH SYR EN. ow! |} 
TITEL Ute Sylvia. | 1 | 
d:“ While: 1 with a mile can each epher Aka,” + In 
on Damon, I muſt not be ſof n F 
5 Oh Damon, &c. I {3.344 2 
Lor fondly give up, in an unguarded hour, 
'\| MW The pride of us women, unlimited po. Fe: 
on, te pride, &c. | 
Damon. * 7 75 
Tho' power, my dear, be to deities giv? n, 
Yet generous pity's the darling of heav'n, 
vet generous, &c, 
40 Oh then be that ity extended to me, ' 
5 PII kneel and acknowledge no e but on : 
n kneel, &c. eg "i 
| via. — 
1025 Suppoſe to your ſoit I . lifen awhile, | 
And only for pity's ſake grant you & _ | 3 
oy only, &c. 
3 Danes.” 2 
| Nay top not at chat, but your kindeck improve, 
And let gentle pity be OP to love, 4 5 
And let, Kc. 


3 
, g _— wth 
% Rennes dt. the oo 


Sylvia. 1 
Well . faithful ſwain, I'll examine my heart 
r. And if it be poſſible, .. N 
b _ if, &C, 5 bi 
1 4 
| Now that s like yourſelf, Hke an angel e: ted | 
„ For, grant me bur part, and PII ſoon Heal the . 4 
P For, grant, Of | | 
ald 5 
5 Take heed, ye falr maids, and with caution telienes 
ve, For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive, — _ 
l r nn. mne. 8 


- 
- 
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n2 THE B'R'E N/Tyz -» 
When once the leaſt part the fly urchin has gain d. 


You'll ne'er be at eaſe till-the whole js abtain'd,.. ; 
You'll ne'er be at e POLIO 21 | 


$0N d arg ets: 
Sung in The Merchant of Venice. 


O keep my gentie Jeſſe, 
What labour wou'd ſeem r 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy, 
Her love the ſweet reward ! 9201 
Her love the ſweet reward! 


The bee, thus uncomplaining, 
Efteems no toil ſevere; 

The ſweet reward obtaining 
Of honey a,, ff ** © 
Of ace ba al the . 1 


L 


* 


8 0 NG clxxxlI. 
On FRIENDSHIP. 0 y We Gaia. 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
L And frientſhip's jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearchin around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found? 
O, friendſhip! thou balm, and rich ſweetner of life; 
Kind parent of eaſe and compoſer of ftrife ;. 
Without thee, a'as ! i whar are riches' and poy r, 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour Lerch 


How much to be priz'd and efteem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety.depend ? 
Our joys, when extended, will alwa ays | increaſe, _ 
m . yan divided, are huſh'd into 1 
18 


* 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 113 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear, 
67 Lage Toner ptr Ones ey ng * N f 
Yet change but the proſpe&, and point out diſtreſs, 
Me r you they eagerly fe. „ 

4 


$0 N G - CLXXXUII, 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
HO? Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere; 
I'll toaſt her in a bumper, 
If all the belles were here: 
What tho' no di'monds ſparkle 
Around her neck and waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd, 


In Hows plain apparel ; | 
No patches, paint, nor airs; 
” In debt een Nature, 
An angel ſhe appears: _ 
From- coquettes, high finiſh' d. 
: My Chloe takes no — * 5 
Nor envies them their conqueſts, 
; I The hearts of all the fools. | 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 

e; * e | 

S S* aces 3 | 

 . Yet knows. not ſhe . | 
Then grant me, gracious heav'n,. 

The gifts you moſt approve, 

And Chloe, charmin Noe, | 
Wil bleſs me with her love. 


= TT * 2 1. « 1 - T * 
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4 THE B RENT; 


s ON G CLAXXIV, | 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


25 to me only with thĩne eyes, 


| And I will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kiſs but on the cup, 
And I'll not wiſh for winne. 


The thirſt that from the ſoul does riſe, 


Does aſk a drink divine; 3 | 
But might I of Jove's dar fi 6p, 
I would'not change for thin 


I ſent thee late a roſeate Wee | 
Not ſo much hon'ring thee, 
As giving it a hope, that there 
It could not wither'd be: k 
But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 
And ſent it back to me; 


Since which it blooms, and ſmells, I ſwear, 


Not of itſelf, but thee. 


8 ON G CLXXXv. 


YOUNG COLIN, Sang by Mrs. Vincent. 


O UN Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on flow'ry plain, 4-1 


Or danc'd upon the lee: 
The waaton kid, in gameſome round, 


That frolicks o'er the flow'ry is 


Was not ſo blythe as he. 


Beneath the oak, in yonder vale, . 


You'd think' you heard the nightingale, // 
 When&'er he rais'd his voice: 


But, ah! the youth was all deceit ; 


s YOWS, his oaths, were ail a cheat, 
And choice ſucceeded choice, 


eee, 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN, uy 
The maidens fung, in willow proves, 
Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd loves ; 
Here Jenny told her woes ; 
And Moggy's tears increas'd the brook, 
Whoſe cheeks like dying lilies look, 
That once out-bluſh'd the roſe, 


Unhappy fair, my words believe, 
$0 ſhall no ſwain your hopes deceive, 
And leave you to defpairs  —_ 
Ere he diſcloſe his fickle mind. 
Change firſt yourſelves, for, ah! you'll find 
Falſe Colins every where... 


SONG CLXXXVI. F 

dung originally ix The Way to Keep Him, 4) M/s W 
_ MackLin. Set by Mr. Smith. .. 

\ TTEND, all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art 


To bind ev'ry fancy with eaſe in your chains 
To hold, in ſoft fetters. the conjugal heart, 
And baniſh from Hymen his doubts, and his pains. 


When Juno accepted the ceſtus of love, 
She at firſt was but handſome, yet charming became; 
It taught her with ſkill, the ſoft paſſions to move, 
To kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. 
Lis this magic ſecret gives th' eyes all their fire, 
Lends the voice melting accent, impaſſions the kiſs; 
G:ves the mouth the ſweet ſmiles that awaken deſire, 
And plants round the fair each incentive to bliſs, 


Ye fair, take the ceſtus, and praQtiſe its art: 
The mind unaccompliſh'd, mere features are vais; 


Exert your ſweets pow'r, you'll conquer each heart, j 


And the Loves, Joys, and Graces, will walk in F 
e your in. e e e 
ae bei SONG WM 


6 THE BRENT; © 


Son CU 
Sung in the Maſque of Alfred Set by Dr. Arne, 
As calms ſucceed when ſtorms are paſt, 
| And ſtill the raging main 
So love will have its hour at laſt, 

And borrow ſweets from pain. 


No more we'll ſhun the face of day, 
Within theſe ſhades to mourn; 
All joys with Alfred fled away, 
All meet in his return. 


$+ +$++++ 
em,, 
LOTHARIA. Set by Dr. Arne. 


HAIR now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye ſweets of blooming May ; 

How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away? 


| Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky ; 

Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 
Softer ſunſhine fills her eye. 


SONG CLXXXIX, 
| Set by Dr. Ane. 
OO late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe, 
T ſaw you, I lov'd, and I wiſh*d I could pleaſe; 
Reflection ſtood ſtill, while I fancy'd your eyes 
Read the language of mine, and reply'd to my fi = 
So e #-. Od 


18: 
us 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 117 


Thus cheated by hope, I unheeded went on, 
And judg'd of your heart by the throbs of my own : 
Deluſiye fond hope ſeem'd, alas! to perſuade, - .- 
That friendſhip, that kindnefs, with love was repaid. 


But, alas ! all is chang'd, and with anguiſh I find 
Words and looks prove but civil, which once I 
thought kind Sd n 

Idea no longer its ſuccour will lend, : 

To form the fond lover, or fix the firm friend: 

Then huſh, my poor heart, and no longer complain, 

Thy honour, thy virtue, pronounce it is vain; 

Thy thoughts ſwell to crimes ; drive this love from 
thy breaſt, F 

Performi well thy duty, let fate do the reſy. 


HE BE. A Paſtoral. Set by Dr. Arne. 7 
HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
And I thought (but it might not be ſoz 
She was — to ſee me depart: 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I cool fcarcely diſcern, 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bad me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bad me return, 
Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove | had labour'd to rear 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
I haſted and planted it there. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, © 
So much I her accents adore,  _ | 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, + WW 
I'm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


S:*0 


| as » THE BRENT; - 
| And now, ere I haſte to the plain 
| Come, ſhepherds, and ſing of her lays ;. 


I could lay down my life for the wan. 
That would fing me a ſong in her praiſe: 
| While he ſings, may the maids in the town 
| Come flocking, and liften the while 


Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho? I cannot allow her to ſmile. _ | 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, | 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his. youth, with a figh, | 
How fondly he wiſhes her well! nf | 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 

It will warm the cool boſom of age; ++ 
Vet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 

Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


Pve ftole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve ; 


For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, ſo engaging as love ? | ( 
 T fing in a ruſtical way, 1 Ir. 
A ſhepherd, and one of the throng; H 
Yet Hebe 8 of my lay, 15 T, 


Go, ſhepherds, and envy my ſong, 
+ $$4 + 


+4 
| SONG CXCL 
The CHARMS of ISABEL. 
AIR is the ſwan, the ermine white, 
And fair the lily of the vale ; 
The moon, reſplendent queen of night, 
And ſnows drive before the pale : 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
Hut fairer is my Iſabel, Sweet 


erer 3 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 119 
Sweet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, h 
And ſweet the morning breath of May ; 
Carnations rich their Fes diſcloſe, 

And ſweet the winding woodbines ftray : * 
In ſweetheſs theſe the reſt excel, | 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


Conftant the poets call the dove, 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call; 
Fond is the ſky» lark. of his love, 
And fond 44 feather'd lovers all: 
In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


E 

The LOVELY ROSE. 8 by Dr, Arne. 
| The Words talen frgm Waller. 
O, lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes her time and 


| me, 
That now ſhe knows, when I reſemble her to thee, 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 


Tell = that's young, and ſhuns to have her graces 


1 That jad thou ſprung in deſerts, Where no men 
1 . | 

Thou muſt have uncommended 9 

Small is the worth of beauty from the light retir' d; 

Bid her come forth, ſuffer herſelf to be deſir d, 

And not bluſh ſo to be admir'd, 


. die, that ſhe — re fate 225 all 1 K 
ay read in thee, how a part of time er 
That are ſo wond'rous ſweet and ale. 


veet I »- 2+ CE ds es + 8 | 
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2 8 0 N G CXCIIL.. .. RI 
The WAY. to KEEP HIM. 


„ am fair, poſſeſs'd —— ev 
Whoſe SINE can rage itſelf . 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 
9 you deign the verſe — 
here flatt'ry no part; | 
An honeſt Tre that flows ſincere 
And candid From the heart? 


Great is your ono but, greater yeh 5 


Mankind it might engage, 
If, as ye all can make a net, 7 
Ve all could make a cage: 
Each n nympb a thouſand hearts may all 
For who's to beauty blind ? 
But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ftrength to bind ? 


Attend the counſel often told, 

Too often told in vain; | 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain, 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, * 

Who loſe again as fat; 
Tho' beauty may the charm begin, "oa 
'Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


8 QN.G CXCIV. 


The SHEPHERDESS. Set h Dr. Ari 


Seek my ſhepherd gone aſtray z 
1 He lefi our cot the other | 
Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and fwains, 
Faſs d the * ou through your plains 3 


, ENGLISH SYREN, 12 
Oh! 3 whither, muſt I roam, 
To find 25 9 che wand' rer home? 


Sports he upon the ſhaven green, 

G jo ub 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler hade? 
Oh! teach a wretched nymph the way 
To find her lover gone aſtray. 


To paint, ye maids, my truant ſwain ; 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mien ; 
Adonis was not half fo fair; 

And when he talks, tis heav'n to hear! 


But oh! the ſoothing f. 2 ſhun; 
To liſten, is to be 


He'll ſwear no time yy Ow? his lame; 
To me the perjur'd ſwore the ſame, 

Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 

Who gave my heart an eaſy prize, 

And when he tun'd his Syren voice, 
liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the kiſs 

He counted once his — bliſs ; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 
And pant and die for his return. 
Oh! whither, whither ſhall I rave, 
Apain to find my Rraying nel 8 


8 ON G exev. 
The MEN will ROMANCE. 


THEN 1 enter'd my wens, agg therw play: 
myſt omen nd 66 oc ke; 


Oh! By 


On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance: 


Then day after day I his company had: _ 


And reply'd to my lover, Young men will romance 


8 (Hons fprung, 


122 "PHE DBR R NH; 
By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to enhance, In 
For the maids will believe, and the men will romane 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 
And ſwore, to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 


Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime. was on 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before; 
He ogled and ſigh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 
Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will romaud. 


At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad; 
But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 


| De 

But tho? ray papa would not give us a ſhilling, 
My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing; | MW Ill 

So to church we bath went, and at night had a dance 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. For 
TOR ROO 1 

1 „ 
KITTY; or, The FEMALE PHAETON, Ob 

Set by Dr. Arne, and ſung at Vauxhall. / 


The Words by Mr. Prior. 
AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And pa! 4 as colt 5 * 


little rage inflam'd; 
5 Inflam 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 123 
; luflam'd with rage and fad reſtraint, | 
nee» Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, _ 
And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd, N 
While wit and beauty reign dee. 
And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt lady Jenzy.fraſk about 
And vifit with her couſins? 
nee. At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt? 9 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a-toaſt? 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; | 
Ill have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 
Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way ; 
Kitty, at heart's defire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on re, 
J And ſet the world on fire. 
N. N Obtain'd the charior for w day, 
And ſet the world on re. 


am'd 


— ROY cen —— — Ad re; äWW2— 


Obli 84 to give 
Invade me not, while the full bow! 


The nymph below 


124 THE DNN 


$ONG CXCVIL.. me 
DUETTO, n T 


HAT”s ſweeter than the new-blown roſe 
Or breezes from the new- mown cloſe / | 
What's ſweeter than an April mornn, 
Or May-day's ſilver ragrane th ung 3 
What than Arabia's ſpi o EEE II 
Oh! ſweeter far the of] 58 


s ON G cxcvFm. 


C ANTAT A. Tranſlated from the French h 


- late Lord Lanſdowwn. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. 


ROLIC and free, for pleaſure born, 2 
Dull, ſelf-denying fools I ſcorn: © © 
The proffer d bliſs I ne'er refuſe, 
*Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 1 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend ? I love at fight: © * 
Drink'ſt thou ? this bumper does thee ag: bY 
At random with the ſtream 1 flow, | 

And play my part, where- e er I go. 


But, go d of oy + ſince we muſt be 
ome hours to thee ; 


Glows in my cheeks, and warms my wol! 
Be that the only time to ſnore, 


When I can laugh, and drink n e 


Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign 
For I'm in haſte io live again. EY, 


N A 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 125 
+ i fome ſoft dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 


ad grant what waking ſhe denies ; 

1. Wen hy ror hh ele wi 91 
 Wlowly, flowly, bring the day! _ 

* ** rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy! _ 


ach ſweet deluſion's real joy. 


PTY No Re 
The MORNING. | Cantata 
| Set by Dr. Arne. 1 55 
HE glitt ring ſun begins to riſe 

On yonder hull, and paints the ſkies ; 

The lark his warbling matin ſings; 

Lach flow'r in all its beauty ſprings; 

he village up, the ſhepherd tries 

lis pipe, and to the woodland hies. 


0b! that on tk' enamell'd green 
y Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen, 
reſher than the roſes bloom, 
veeter than the meads perfume. 


„ gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away, 
o Delia's ear the tender notes convey: /: 
; ſome lone turtle his loſt love deplore s, 


el, like him abandon'd and forlorn 
ich ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn, 


o, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along: 
ie birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, 
te winds to blow, the waying woods to move, 
nd ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to loye's | 


Ind with ſhrill echoes fills the ſounding ſhores, 
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66 THE BRENT;" 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty wan, he 
Nor balmy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent' with pain, | 
Nor ſhow'rs to larks, nor ſunſhine to the bee, He 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy fight to me, ] 
4 


S N 

In the Engliſh Opera of Eliza. Set by Dr. Arte. Hi 

APPT day! for ever dear, 

Brighteſt of the circling year; 8 

Smiles like thine can Freedom charm, 125 
Glory crown, and Virtue warm. 

Peace comes ſmiling up to thee ; ” 
Pleas'd, comes onward Liberty ; 
Plenty too brings up the band, 

Dancing o'er this happy land. _ | 

„% co. 08 

5 | Set by Dr. Ame. * N 

VA HEN trees did bud, and fields were grem, n 

And flow'rs were fair to fee; 9 oY Vi 

When Mary was complete fifteen, 1 

And love laugh'd in her eye; I 

Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move WH 

To ipeak her mind thus free: iy 

„Gang down the burn, my gentle love, "We 


And ſoon I'll follow thee.“ 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn fide ; 

And Mary was a bonny laſs, - 
Jul meet to be a bride: 


Ine, 


Her 


, ENGLISH SYREN. 127 


Ker Pork were xoſy ed and white, vo tx dot 
Her eyes wem ante blue, ©: 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, Fg 
Her lips like droppiag dew. 
What paſs'd, I znefs, was harmleſs — 1 
And notkipg. ſafe, unmeet? d 
For, g ganging home, I heard them ſay 1 
They Iik'd a walk ſo ſweet: 
His cheek to her's. he fondly laid ; 
She cry'd, Sweet. love, be true; 
„And when a wife, as now a maid, 


To death Pl} follow "oo. N 


-in. 44 
8 0 N 6 och. 
Sung at Vaurhakl. 


8] went o'er the meadows, no matter oy "Kg 
A ſhepherd I met who came 8 chat way, 

Tons going to fair all ſo bonn py Aa ie 

He aſk d me to let him go with me there; 

No harm ſhall come to Foul; young damſel, I ſwear ; 
Ill buy you a fairing to put i in your hair. 


You've a good wy, to go, it is more than a mile; 1. 
We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yan ile; ; 
I've a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while. 


44 


To go with him farther I did not much care; | 


But fill I went on, not ſuſpecting a ſuate 3 1 | 
For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair. , 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he could. 

| threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good ; 

For I'd not for the world he" ſhould dare to be rode. 
Young Roger had promis d, and baulk'd me laſt year; 
lt he ſhould do io, I n brug more there, 

Ty I wag uy e'er wage a 

When 


A gilt from the fair. 


128 THE B:R ENF; 
32 we got to the ſtile, dens tes bel wh 
—_— my ſoft lips, _ if there he wow d grow: 
(Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go.) 
Confounded I ran, ah I found out his ſnare: | 
No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will i ear; A 
Nor go, while 1 — —_ Bader the 18 


80 NG CCI. rn 


A TOUCH on the TIMES. 
The Words by James Worſdale, £/q; Set by Dr. Ame. 
OME liſten, and laugh at the times, 
Since folly was never ſo rip; 
For ev'ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes  * 
F, That give his own follies a wipe : 
5 We live in a kind of CS 3 
We flatter, we lye, and proteſt; 
While each of us artfully tries 
On others to faſten the jeſt. 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe 18 woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry ſigh with diſdain ; 
And while by her lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain : ; 
But when from her 1 Innocence won, 13 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 
When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs (tho* unjuſt) in his turn. 118 


The fools, who at law do contend, 
Can laugh at each other's diſtreſs, , 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 
Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows. | leſs ; 
Till hamper'd by tedious expence, 
Altho' to compound they are lo : 
"To find, when reftor'd to their OY 


wee fit hagking « at both. 


3 3 


4 — _ 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 129 
But while we perceive it the faſhion” kb 
For each fool to laugh at each e 
let us ſtrive, with a gen rous compaſſon, 
To correct, not contemn, one another. 
Ve all have ſome follies to hide, 
Which, known, wou' d diſhonour the beſt, 
ua life, when tis thoroughly try d., 
Like friendſhip, will ſeem bat a jeſt. 
+444 F 
SONG CCIV. A 
me. A favourite Sox o, in the Oratorio of Judith. 
Sung by Miſs BRN T. | Set by Dr. Arne. 
A is beauty 8 . n ene 
Pageant of an idle hour; Nd TR 
Born juſt to bloom and fade : | 
Nor leſs 2 leſs vain than it, 


Is the pride of human wit; 
| e ſhadow of a ſhade. 


SONG CCV. IN 
dung by M/s Baent, in Comus, FEE Dr. Arne. | 
WEET Echo, ſweeteſt n mph that liv'ſt unſeen ; 
'G Within th airy cell, | | 
By flow Mzander's margent green, 
And in the violet - embroider'd vale, e 
Where the love · lorn ni Sbtingale et | Jo 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong — well; 
Gan thou not tell me o of a We e 


That likeſt thy Narcifſy 
O! if you have  _ 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry. cave, n 
L eva where, 8 * the the pore; | 
n or pariey, ter t 
ea ow bs hte to the Kies, 4 | 
had give reſounding grace'to all heav'n's harmonies. 


6 © -. $ONG. 


But 


SONG [CeVi- 
Sung by Miſs Rqv®, in The Way to Keep Him, 8. 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 
E fair married dames, who fo often deplore, © | 10 
That a lover once bless d! is a lover no more; 


Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, Te 
'That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught, Fo 


The bloom of your check, cadibs Sensen your eye, H 
Your roſes Sf likes, may make the men bg: 

But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And pallicn. will die, as your beauties decay. W 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav? rite guittar; 
Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! ; 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed a your toad, 

Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command: 

Exert with your huſband the ſame happy kill ; 

For . like your birds, aL * ban e to > your! 
will. 


Be gay and gogd- bumear'd, Rt Rh and a 4! 

Turn the chief of your care from, your: face tq your 
min 

Tis there chat a wiſe may her Gems ge iprere, 

And Hymen thall. rivet the reps of love, | 


"> ; 


i 
-- . * 5 ak | 
5 - 


4 ; 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 13 


SONG CCVHI. 
„. by Mr; CHamMentss; i» Harlequin's Invaſion. 
| Set by Dr, Boyce. 
" OME, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory we ficer, 
; To add 8 new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like Haves} _ af 
he For who are ſo free as we ſons of the e 
| Chorus. 


ye, ¶ Heart of oak are our 1 heart of oak are our men; 
We always are ready, 


Steady, boys, ſteady; 
We'll fight, and we'll conquer, again 1 again. 855 


tar; Ve ne'er fee our foes, but we with them to bay #: 
Izey never ſee us, but they wiſh us away: | 
Il they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore; 
u! For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


Heart of oak, &c. 


hey ſwear they'll invade 1 us, theſe cerrible foes, 


The? 21 og our women, and children and beausz 4 
But hou] heir flat-bottoras in darkneſs get o'er, 


Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore. 
Heart of oak, & c. | 


vel ti 1 aw en $i make de 
weat, | 

: ſpite of the devil, aud Bruſſels Gazette ; 5 
Eben chear up, my lads, with one voice Jet us fog. 4 
Vor ſoldiers, our failors, our Rateſmen, and king. 


Heart of oak, cc. 


s ON G 


SONG CVI. 15 ö 


WorLpLy Hayyingss in ſpite of Patt odorhr, 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


O curb the will, with vain pretence | 455 n! 
ago e e e 108 
And tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, + i + 
That life affords no real joy: 
Such idle whims my heart abjures ; | 
Envy me not, immortal Jove,  . 
If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 169338; 1 
Claſp'd 1 in the arms of her I love. 


Since you have giv'n deſires to men, 


Deny us not Do free: 
Muſt I be happy only then, 

When I, 5 ſhall ceaſe to be? 
Such idle whims my heart abjures; 

Envy me not, immortal Jove, | 


1 f prefer my bliſs to your's, 


Claſp'd in the arms of her I love, _ 


SONG cc. 8 
LYDIA from S APH O. 4 Carrara 
| Ser by Dr. Arne. 


ReciTaTive,. accompany',.. 5 
ENEATH this fad and filent - 
I waſte in ſighs my youthful bloom; 
But not the ſhades that baniſh day, 
Drive Lydia's brighter form away. To! 
Her eaſy ſhape, her lovely mien, 
Th ee ſmile of beauty's We 1 
4.4 | Jer 


Or, ENGLISHUSY-REN., 133 
ker ſparkling eyes, her flowing hair, 
* 4 wit ſo ſmart, ſo ſoft an air, 
fte ſpighrful gods contriv'd for win, 10 
f. hol wp d 15 thus for my undoing. | oh 
e 
Lovely maid, all charms adorning, 
Born to give ſupreme delight, . 
Fairer than the roſy morning, | 
Or the filver queen of night, 
Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me ? 
Stay, thou cruel fair one! ſtay: 
Death attends, if thou deceive me— 
Lydia, why ſo far away? 


 ReciTtaATIVE, accompany'd. 
dream, or her unequall'd charms 
Are folded in my rival's arms : 
See! ſhe claſps the happy boy. 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Light'ning blaſt, 
Tortures rend bim, Wo 
Death attend him, os 
Ere be taſte the riſing joy 


++ 45 8 ; 
* him triumph, let him pri: 
The nen wrete whom 1 deſpiſe 4 
| Ain, OR 
Wander, Lydia—fo will I, | 
And to nobler conqueſts fly: 
| Roving, ranging, 5 
Ever ging, 
Gay and awry, x8 
Born to vary, — 
Soon e „ 
ee W 3 2) "107 of 
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C ANT ATA. Z Mr, Stanley. 


Al. 


* HILE others barter caſe for ſtate. / 
And fondly aim at gfowing 5 W 


Let me, (with roſy chaplets crown d, 
-Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, 
The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 
Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. ' N 
Already ſee the purple juice þ e 
1 Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 1 
| A ſecond youth! — Again, the bowi 
Wich warm deſires inflames my ſoul. B 
y 3 PET py $5.45 1B A 
RECITATLYS. - 
Quickly, ah quickly! muſt I leave U 
The joys which wine and beauty give 1 1 
Soon mult I quit my wonted mirth, E 
And mingle with my parent earth, 1 B 
Where kings, diveſied of their ſtate, 
| With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. y 
| Alx. y 
Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
E -Bleſt in the joys of love and wine: 1 
Come, ye virgin throng, advance, | 8 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance: þ 


Jo the lyre's enchanting ſound  , 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round 1 Y 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
Soft delight and gay defis. 


f 0 8 7 IT 
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' $ONG. CCXL. 
CANTATA. Sung by Mrs. Scor r, ar Tacelagh. 
det by Mr. Stanley. 
| REciTATIVE. 
S Delia, bleſt with e 'ery grace 
A Invok'd ſoft muſic's needleſs aid, 


Completely conquer'd by her face, 
Thus gentle Strephon ſmiling faid ; 


AR. 
Where partial nature may deny | 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour tail and try 
To ſwell the ſong, or form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuſfice, 
And truſt the muſic of your eyes. 


 REciTaTive. 
Damon, who chanc d to over - bear, | 
Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near: 
lle flatters; do not truſt the Rs 
But liſten to my honeſt ſtraiin. 


e 
Wonders are told of beauty's A 
Nor faintly warms the tune ul lay; 
Your voice and perſon ev'ry hour 
By dozens ſteal our hearts mans. 


Thea bow trifling is the args 
vince fops have ears, ed bel, have eyes! 


Ah! lovely 1 nymph, indeed to bleſs,.. | 
Select the worthieſt ſwain ouꝰ ve won, 1 
Who, prizing ſound and colour lefs, 


Admires you for your ſenfe done; i 1 * 
Then leave alt little ares behind. YE 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 135 
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9 ON CcCXII. Nu 
4 favourite Alx, fot by Mr. Tal An 
HAT beauteous ſcenes enchant my 0 He 
Ho cloſely yonder vine 'T 
Does round that elm's > fapporting 2 25 £1 
Her wanton ringlets twine ! 22 5-223 Man 
That elm (no more a barren made) err 
Is with her claſters crown'd 3 7 Zu 
And that fair vine, without his ad, 
Had crept along the ground. 8 2 4 9 
Let this, my fair one, move thy heart 0970-9707 OR 
 Connubial joys to prove, r He 
Yet mark what age * care impart, e e Ne 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on love He 
Know thy own blifs, and joy to hear * 


Vertumnus "es thy __—_ 
The youthful god that rules the year, 
And keeps thy groves from harms. 


| While ſame with ſhort-liv'd paſſion glow, oy 


His love remains the ſame; © 
On him alone thy heart beſtow, - e 
And crown his conſtant flame: | 7 


80 ſhall no froſt's untimely po Wr. 


Deform the blooming 'F „ 2 
So ſhall thy trees, 2 b ſecure, | ww 
Their wonted tribute bring. „ eta [+ 
fl 


"8 ON G ccxiIl. 


| Sung by Mr. Beat, in The bebe! 1 


ey! Ser by Dr. Boyce, a 


T2 dear Amaryllis young yn hon bad! long 1 


Declar'd his fix*d paſſion, an dyd for in ſong: An 


He went, one May morning, to meet in the 1177 


Byher own dear appointment, this gdddels of 1 ** 
can 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 57 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each Can A BY do more ? 


He waited, and waited ra then g his wi of 
'Twas fury, and rage, and , and- diſdain Y 
Ar 


And the whole courſe of —— — 
Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, - © +» 
But never to change Can a lover do more * 


Cleora, it 2 was by accident there: 

No roſe - bud ting, no lily fo fair: 

He preſs'd her white hand - next her lips he eſſay'd ; 

Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid; _ 
leer kindly compliance his peace did reftore, 
And * e 1 of no more. 


8 0 N 0 ccxklv. 
tes M/s WaickT, in Queen Mab, 
| .belov'd ofipring of Puck, our 0 dear 


Nimble, airy, 
Blithfome fairy, 
Careful I'll thy ſteps attend, 
Whether wantonly teazing the clowns of the! bers. 
Or dancing by e- with Mab our fale yo. 


169k, 


The ſons of f dull 1s ſhall. 7 thee in yain : 3 
hou ſtill rangid 
97 | Ever changing, . 
Short and injutr d tread i vita ; : | 

be maids. ſhall admire thee as _ as thou'rt ſeen,” + 
g: lud court thee by moonlight to dance on emen . 
7 01A 210 Al | FF atom YL: 42 IT 
e: 0 3 456503 4412 bod he Thou 
An l | | 


protect 
13310 direct — 
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Or bards, to * dinner by't. 
Their well-feign'd paſſions tell, 
Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love ſor her who bears the name 
Of charming Kitty Fell. 

Charmin 32 lovely Kitty, 
Oh a Kitty, Kitty F ell. 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 


= Alas! I know full well: 
I feel, and I ſhall ever feel,. 

| The dart more ſharp than pine feel, | 
1 That came from Kitty Fell, | 
Charming Kitty, &c. | 


Of late I bop'd, by reaſon's aid, 


And bad a long farewel : 

But tother day ſhe croſs d the green; 

I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſcen, 
My charming Kitty Fell. 

Charpoing Kitty, de. | 


138 + TaH-B BB N Faw 
Thou rival, in ute e to oe * REA air, Fe” 


| um 
And . thou returu'ſt thou ſhalt ſit by our gueen, 
1 While fairies 40 n to Mab on the n Wy 


KITTY FELL. Sung 4 Ranclagh. 
Werbe. beaus to pleaſe the ladies write, 


That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 


To cure the wounds which love had made, 


1 2 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 13g 

T aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way: | 

To church, ſhe cry'd——T cannot ſtay : 
Why, don't you hear the bell ? 

To church ch take me with thee there, 

| pray'd: ſhe would not hear my da | 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. 15 

Cruel Kitty, &c. | os 


And now I find ' tis all i in vais, a 
I live to love, and to, complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell : 
For tho? ſhe caſts a ſcornful eye, 
In death my fault ring tongue will ery, 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. 
charmin Kitty, cruel Kitty, 
Adieu, ſweet i NE Pet 


r 


i 
4 
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8 0 N G ccxvl. 
The Roasr Brr of OLD Line: 


4 C antata, talen Fon 4 celebrated ON Y the 
| ingenious Mr. Hogarth. | | 


..o« RACITATIVE. 1 
T at the gate of Calajs, Ho AF waſh 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madame Grandfire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Lein, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunth, and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſk beheld the greaſy Nan. | 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd * 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers þ refs? — 
fe lick d his chaps, and thus the knight Madietra: 


"% 
5 Us . | Arg. 5 
x 
i x x * 


And in ſm 


Y i "THE BRENT, 


Aix. 


(4 lowely Laſs to 2 Friar came, rei) 1550 4 
Oh rare roaſt beef! loy*d by all rg eros RON 5 


If T was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to N minds: 
And ſwimming 3 in thy gra 0 


Not all thy country's force com ind 


Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Nenown'd Sir-loin, oft times decreed 


The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 


On thee een kings have deign'd to fred, 5 0 e 


Unknown to Frenchman's palate: 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
* frogs and fallad! —_ 


RERCITATIV E. 


A half.ſtarv'd foldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lead; A 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping Roads 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 
His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
| ſtreams along the pavement ſtole. 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 


And 1 in p aintive tone ie declar'd is grief. 50s 


Aix. | 
aphex + Minuet.) 


$ 


Ah, facre Dieu vat do I ſee 8 TH 


Dat look ſo temp pring red and vite? 
* ar it is de roaſt from Londre; 
h! grant to me von letel bite. 


But to my guts if you give no . 
And cruel fate di is boon denies ; 

In kind compaſſion unto my 14-900 hf © 
Return, and let'me feait wy eyes. 


5 1 1 


my 2 BY Y =o 


229 b 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 1 


RECITArivz. 
His fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray,. 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 


By honeſt means to gain his ia Bay bread. + 
Soon as the well-known & he deſery's, 
In * n * aber 47 


or Ps a "Fn | 
Sweet beef, nt now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
My os thy ſight is, 
y Joys * ſo light is, 
To view rod, y pailfuls runs out at my eyes. 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a anne 
Ah, hard- hearted Loui! 


, 
* 3 
ory 
- 
wy K 1 F * 4 " 7 tas 5 A * E _ 
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; Why did I come to you? = 
The gallows, 1 more Had, would have fav'd me from 1 
une 
Zune 1 PRO % = 
n "the rep hard by poor 3 „ 


o fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy ” wh * 
Ng when Old En 1 bulwark he eſpy 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide : : 
With lifted hand — bleſs'd his native place, 
Then 1 . and th 


thus Ni d his eſe. 
Alx. 7 H 3 
this of Cordenknows. ) 
Howl d, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
To fe fuck mea as can't be bot, 
** * great 1 


Cie 
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5 ws. 
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1442 THE DR ER N;! 
O the beef! the bonny beef, 
| When roaſted nice and brown; 
I wiſh I had a flice of ther, 
How ſweet it would gang dow! 
Ah, Charley! hadft thou not been wen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to men 


K 5" 
"AS 


I would the de'el had pick'd mine &9'n, oj 


Ere I had gang'd wy thee. 
O the beef, &e. a 


n 
But, ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty focially unite ; 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known, 
| "Tho! Britain's fame in loftieft trains ſhould ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave tofing. ö 
Re a RED | 

| As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 

| Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt. beef. 


| Then eagerly fretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 


Cry'd, “ Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 


ot +, the roaſt beef, &c. 5 3 
| Pat deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtreng than the firſt, 


Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him burfl. 


O the roaſt beef, & e. 


4471 


1 4 


Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear 3 5 
The ox is Old England; the frog is monſieur, 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes, we need never fear. 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 
For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
To ſee the Sir-loin ſmoking hot on our table, 
The French may e' en burſt hke the frog in the fable. 

O the roaſt beef of Old England, 

And O the Old Engfiſh beef. 
PPP 
Song by Mr. BEARD, in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne, 

HE woodlark whiſtles through the grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteſt notes of love | 
To pleaſe his female on the ſpray; 
Perch'd by his fide, her little breaſt 


dwells with a lover's joy confeſt, | 8 4 
To hear, and to reward the lay. 


Come then, my fair one, let us prove 
From their example how to love: 

For thee the early pipe I'll breathe; 
And when my flock return to fold, 
Their ſhepherd to thy boſom hold, 

And crown him with the nuptial wreath. 


s8oOoN O ECXVUL 
| Ni .no more apdraid | 

A youth, ove unnat made - | 
Your fl ſports are all in 2 hs 
To ſoothe my care, or eaſe my pain. | 4 — 


* 


"af *,7 
' 
+ 


| 144, THE, B AE NT; 
Nor ſhade of trees, nor ſweets of flow'rs 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours ; 


When eaſe cc the tortur'd — 3 
What pleaſure can a lover find? . 2 TY 

Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee © A LG \þ 
Your Damon flill reſtor'd and . * ws WM 


Go try to move the cruel fair, 

And gain the ſcornfi Calia's eur. 

But, oh! forbear with tob much art 

To touch that dear relentleſs heart. 
Left rivals to my fears ye prove, [Ro 
nnn e 


a SONG CcxIx.. N 
The NON PAREILLE. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


Tur an ere rege 
W * cet as the bloſſoming hawthorn uw 


Her 1 2 ſbi as the down on "the dove, 
And her face was as fair as the mother's of love: 
Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 
And receives gentle odours fro 'ry beds; ; | 
Yet warm in affection as Phoobus at noon; + | 
And as chaſte as the ſilver-White beams of the moon. Mil - 


Her mind was unſully d as new- fall'n | 
And as lively as tints from young Iris his 3 | 
As clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the Ft 
1 — wy 2 L wiſe, and tho! 1 in 12 
weets at vutue, or grace, | 
She cull'd as the bee does the wa . 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O] how hap 
For tho' her's to collect, it was abr to Ne 


SONG 


Or, euren 8 YREN. 8 


80 N. OO. | 
IEALO UVS v. ESN. 1 
r 


4 


— (hs Td 
* me 
Hence, 22 to ſacred love od 
"ny by hee the 5 t's directed, 
* „ 
Chloe, by laſs reflefted, K „ 
Seems as falſe as ſhe is fair, | 


looks and fi eſſions, _ 
" here love's eye DE ron reads, 
| To fome rival are-confefions © 
Of a heart that for him bleeds. 
Cruel ſpy ! that ne'er diſcovers 
What may eaſe the frantic mind, 
Hence | nor blaſt the bliGs of lovers : 
* 


. 2 


$0NG Ccx. 


| Set by Mr. Worgan. . 
[: HAT 1 nigh 6: be plagued with the non- 


Ad a Ns and again * 
4 as the bids me again 2nd A 
2 gz they d. would Kata ll om Xo: A 
believe 1 have frighten'd u me?: 
| h wagt 10 be with ae, 1 warrant, no more; 
„ae ee pt Nor 
men 


6G 75 1 1 7 


. 
4 4 


1 "CAE BRENT; 


For a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 

Won't let me alone, tho? I bid him depart ; | 

Such queſtions he puts fince I anſwer him ſo, 

That -- 2 an me mean Yes, tho' my words aff 
il Os | ; 5 * 


He aſk'd, did I hate him, or think him too plain; 
(Let me die if he is not a clever young fwain) 

If he ventur'd a kiſs, if I from him would, . 
Then he preſs'd my young lips, white bluff a 
ſaid No, > _ Erik 38 Oe 

He aſk'd if my heart to another was gone; 
If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on; 


If I meant my life long to anſwer him ſo; '_ 

I faulter'd, and ſigh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 

This morning an end to his courtſhip he made; 

wy * ot ive * irgin ? 3 5 
reſs you to church, wi aple to go? 


In a hearty good · humour I no. 


The ENGLISH A DLO cx. 
Ser by Dr. Arne. | 


ISS Dana&, when fair and young, 
(As Horace bas divinely ſung) ; 1 


Could not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of brats: © 
e 


It us,' myſterious huſbapd, tell us 42 
Why ſo myſterjous, 4 * jeatous; Mr. 
Can harſh reffraint, the bolt, the bar, hr. 
Make. thee ſecure, thy wife leſs fir? © 


Or, ENGLESH SYREN. ug 


Bend her abroad, and let her ſe 
„ That all this world of pagean 1 
17 A the, Torbidfen,” fongs to Kor, 
| wider, pocket-glaſs, and beau, af 
„ 12 to her vfrtues ever Had: - 
Be to her faults à little blind, 
Let all ber ways be unconfin'd, | 
And _ youre FOR e her mind. 


| 8 o N 0 ccxxfll. | 
4 favourite Durrro, in the Serenata of Solomon. 


- See by Ds. Boyce. 
\OGETHER let us range the fields 


Impearled with the mornin d, 
Or view the fruit the vineyard yields, 1 
Or the 's eluſt'ring bough 


 Impervious to the noon-tide math 
. tinkling rills, on roſy beds, 
"Welt love the 3 hours be 1 


0 $0NG CN. 
The GOLDFINCH w CHLOE. 


| Recrtanive, 2 
1 O Hardet's ple 8 as ; Chloe 

1 The en as Ae fn 
gentle bird, till then with bond pi pleas'd, 
1 bo = 0 5 N 

s priſon, broka, he ſegks Aae plain s. | 
let, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting ** 


' |; 


Ks I 2 155 8 | | An . 
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Alx. 


ee 
P &+ 


Nor wait the flow return 

Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell 
Than in my-Chloe's warmer cell, 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, fince by thee. 
I firſt was taught ſweet 1 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chew, _ 
I'll tell, upon the 55 ſpray, N 


Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my IH 
And in my nary learn'd 1 rb 
To warble forth ſweet Liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 
That kind concern let Strept ee 3 
Slight are my ſorrows, flight my ifts, 


To thoſe which he, 2 dire! ſeeks, 
5 rap 


Who, kept in hope $ by thee, 


\__Yetftrives pet re Liberty. 


5 Tr 


i * 
a 


8 ON 6 ocxxv. eren 


Sang by Mr. Bran, in the Jovial Gut 


Made love to Kate 
Long 4 f gd for — ' 
Till I heard 0 of Jat 0 4 $97 
$he'd a min for me: Hot 


i 1 
1 wat 28 har | 3 —— 
. . 23% 
| the ble bon: {nn Ne . 


Oh! v g= e pred; were 13 
Had * been in my 7 plat, ms the wn 


Fot 


„ ENGLISH SYREN. „ || 
As I fonder grew, | 


She by an to Mer Bhd 
1 
| And] at marry Kate ; . 
But then I laugh'd, — ſwore, 
I lov*d her more than al 
X23 each to a rope's end 


Ka ging to and fro. 
lain we kifs* preſs'd ; were we much to blame? 
lad you been in my Ras you'd have done the ſame, 


Then ſhe figh'd, and faid, 
She Was wond'rous ous: 


ho? the 17d 1 in; * * 
bor there we did, what 1 dare not name ; ; 
ee L r 


q %. 
#0 
& * 
0 . x . 
. 2. 1 
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8. 0 N cx VI. 
The Lo VAI“, PETITION. 
S by Dr. Ane. 
AIRER than the op'ning lilies, 
F Sweeter than the, 7 


the blooming charms of 
Richer ſweets ſte diſc difclole. 


of eee Cu Cages po F. "a 
oft repoſe , _ 
ay "Tl Coy tony) 125 W 


„ Senor & mx. foul of e, e 
H 3 5 C 5 


— — z — ꝓc > * 
=_ 


—— ——— 3 
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Ping r 
When, | lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 


THE BRENT; 


Is e 
Cepid, od of pleaſin im, 5 
From Whole iafts 18 nd "_ 2 * 0dz 
Teach, Ol teach the maid to "rk * 
Strike fair Phillis in her turn. 
From that torment in her breaſt, t, put 
Soon to pity ſhe'll incline, 55 5 3 dx 
And, to give her boſom reſt, ; 5 _ 
| Kindly heal the Woe i in wide. . he 
8 0 N G. ccxXVU. 
The COMPARISON. St by Dr. Ame bh 
ARTING todeath'we will compaxe 3 
For ſure, to thoſe who love lincege, Ide 
So dreadful is the pain, | 
Such doubts, ſuch horrors, read the aiod-: 323 M00 
But, oh! when adverſe fate grows kind, 
How ſweet to meet again [t 


To thoſe try'd hearts, and thoſe alone, | 
Who have the pang "of abſence known; © » | . 
The bliſsful change is giv'n; 


And whe Ohl who, wou'd not ure 


The pangs of death, if they were ſure 
To reap the j joys of heav'n? 


3 G ccxxvII 1 
Tbe cauriON. duoc, Ae 


he for billing 1 +. - = 
Th ſhew her pow'r of ate 


£1 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. ut 


[i either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart; 
He felt it, never doubt him: 

0dzooks! a man were thro” the heart, 
Ere he cou'd look about him. 


But mark the end, - with ſcythe fo ſharp 
Time o'er the forehead track her; 

And all her charms began to warp— 
Then ſhe was in a pucker: 

She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better by 

Yet till had hopes, ere bad he yo e 
Some comely ſwain mig 


Nita, ev'ry lad ſhe meets. 
Now makes an am'rous trial; 


diet each with ſcorn her warmneſt treats ; 


Each * in cold denial. 
Coquettes, take war ; change. your tune ; 
his woeful 3 N 7 
The bedfellow you light in June, 
You'll wiſh for in e 


80 N 0 cc. 
3 b _ Bu ENT, af Ranclagh, | 
Set by Dr, Arne, ns 
F OVF"s the tyrant” of the heart, - 


Th; Rull of miſchief, þ fn of woe; 
All s jays are mixt wi n . FT 
A JE row : 
n ſerpent- ings breaſt, - 
Where he is harbour 'd and , 


N 0 101 . . LEE gon # 201 * 


uz + *THE 4B RB NAT; 


VALENTIN.E's-D AY, Set by Dr. * 
HEN bluſſhes Wl d. the, cheek 
And dew- glitten'd o 2 0 
When ſky-larks tun Ne, carols ASS '3/ 
To hail the God o phe ape. 385 42 
Philander, from h 1 F of 
To fair Liſetta's Ks ny ty A er 


Crying Awake, E of eee . 
I'm come to be thy Valentine! 


Soft love, that balmy fleep er, 

Had long unvell'@ ker bf jant eyes; * 
Which (that a: kiſs ſhe might —— 

She artfully had clos'd 2 

He ſunk, Aud caught again: , 7 ys wap, © 

Like Phcebus into Thetis' lap, 


2 * 
40 7 


And near forgot that his deſign 
Was but to = is VE. r 
She, ſtarting, ery dam undone! — 1 
Philander, charming youth, be gone] Wa 
For this time, to your yows fintere, -.- -- WT) 
Make virtue, not your love, ap = A 
No ſleep has clos“ 4 theſe watchfu 
| (Forgive the fimple fond diſguiſe) 8 Wi 
| Jo gen'rous thou 79 your heart Mess is He 
F And be my faithful Vatentine. ee p 
The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, - ER 7 n. 
Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead,  _.. „ 
And both agreed, ere ſetting RET, © 
To join two virtuous hearts in one: e My 
Their benuteous offspring ſoon did 1 
The ſweet effects of mutun lere; MO 


And, from that hour to life's decline, 
She bleſs'd the day of * alentine. 


$0NG 


em. £ * Ku, 


| G 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 3 


„no fn. 
8 u Acis 4 Gulates. 1 
Ege, , Ry © 28 
1 4 „ 
When'beauty's the pri prize, 4.8 8 9 
What mortal fears dyi „ ; 
In defence of my "rrcafu 

Pl bleed at ek vein; 
Without her no pleaſure, | > BF SY 
OI et aces 


- 
— « . 
* 1 * * 


s oN 0 cckxXn. 1 fs x 
Sung by Mr, Anps BW, at Salter Well." A: 


TINY OST, n 
0 yonder beech's friendly hade 
Repair, my Aura, lovely maid; 
And while our lambkins frolic make, 1 
Thy ſhepherd's N . Io . (> > 
: Ain, _ ; 0 ; . L 
r | e JEN 
How India's, gems ſhould blaze ae Os 
Yet wiſhes are but idle breath; 1 5 oF 
lecept, in lieu, a roſy wreath ; ET a. LEA 
Had I proud Perſia at my beck, * 
What gaudy — = far mould gee #1 
at as is, vouchſafe to wear” | bt eb 
Iot 2 4 2 Pp EA 5 2 43 ah 376 
Of burniſh'd gold, r flew nn 14) of T 
Thoſe ee of tine hold ſandal te 12 | 


NP, 7 1 n : -. 2 
V B j 
4 F 4 ag 


8 Ar + 2-7 An 
By af deR E. NT; 
Bur, all I have now, . 
The hide of 54 rae "rite . 1 
Said Aura- Sandal, tobes and e 97 
Are ſlender proofs gainſt ere by / 
We've health and eaſe—IF heaven ſcant ? 

Here take my hand—we've s . 


s ON cexxxIl. 
BACCHUS and ARIADNE, 4 Canan 
| Let by. Dr. Arne. | Hee 
REecirarivs. Th rin 
HE faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on beard 
When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord: 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, W 
And ſaw his veſſel leſs'ning to her view: 1 
She ſmote her breaſt; ſhe rav'd, and tore ener Ti 
TRA in ſoft a ſhe vented her * Fl 
FF | ln 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay! I 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds, to blow! 41 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 71 
Nor waft my love away! | 
Ahl whither wilt thougo?  ' . WL 


Could I have ferv'd thee ſo 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why Le 
R e Li 


4 211 RRGITATING. .: of WT 

he jolly god who rules the jovial bowl. MM, 

| — us, whoſe. gifts re-animate the ſoul, 13 
Heard and behel poor Ariadne's „ . 
. n 0 adminifier'd relief. 1 43 EL 


An * 


— — — . 7—1 , ̃]ꝗ ÜrPN-! Sm — 
—— ] —§Ü˖Ü—— > = Eto — 
— ' i 7 * A 4 
* 
- 


or, ENGLISH SYAEN. 133 


AI. 
Ceaſe, lords. nymph, to weep, .. 
Wipe g tear; 
Though Theſeus plough the l 
Toure aloe Ber ws RR” 
I am Bacchus Wine, A el 
God of revelr and joy; a eg p e wt 
+4 wy”; Anedne will be mine. 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup 
4. Ol my choiceſt cordial draught 3 
Fill it, 4 why fill it 1 8 z. 
Twill baniſh ev'ry mor my "TY : 


'4 s £ , 


. Ball it higher, to the brink : 
nd, Come, my lovely mouriter, dub "A 
5 Rectrhitive. © : 
| With ſoft elbe me at laſt depth d, & n 
And to her lips the nectat'd cup apply'd: ** £ 1 


True potent draught, with more than magic art: 

fle, thro” her veins, and ſeiz'd her yield: hs} : 
n wine ambrofial all her cares were — 

2 "Weds 


And with ſucceſs the jovial g 
While old Silenus, as he ret 
Thus entertain'd * with his f olle ſong 


- Ana. 2 bi IF." © AE ITS. 
1 hence, ye fond maidens, who ; 
pine, | 
learn henee, ye fund lovers, the virtue off wine >, '/ 
Let the n for ons hat's more 


fair 
Take a — glaſs, an nd "twill drown all deſpair; 4 
And let the fond youth who wen d Win the e ger i | 
Inſtead of his 'Cupid's, ſeek Bech aid. + 4 
_ Bacchus ner fails of performing his Fun 
im gain the head, e 
#A | | 8 O NG 


. 
4 


Staring I wake, but find M 


| The Wards, niads 1 a. favourite. . in th 


| 1-08 e be Fe. Wheel 


"5 — p —— — ANC yarns - n —— 
e reno Ain — — — 
9 N IS K : 
1 0 


as er HE BRE NT 0 


sold ecki. 
84114. A Cantata. Ser by Signar Palqual, 


„A gung ar Ranelagh..: it 1114} 8 

Rres TATIVE,” accompanied; 1 

H! *tis Ele all in beauty dreſt; - 

To Fancy's/eye my Oælia ftood toakeſt £- | 

Her glance ſpakeexſtacy :—*No-mare,?* ſhe cries, 
1 No more my love ſhall weep. and waſte i in ſighs, 
„Fe chearfyl, Thyrſis, and again aden 
With lovely mirth thy foul for m my TAO + wr 


«© And then embrace, me,” — Oh! 'twas heav'n bo 
hear ! 


TY 
n 


To my lips "Ef, near ſweeter, _ .. 9 | 
| _ Whereloe'er I turn my eyes, 
Only thee I view, dear creature; 
WY 1 105 erh f ol 2 5 
Still x arwing form is aying, | 
0 1 8 ſolt ee oy ane. 5 
5 ſhining. cropds I'm ſt ayi 
When diſſol t in pleafing —_— 


'$0NG COXXXV.. 


Ouverture of Thomas and Sally, | 
a by 14% Bxzur, at Rane!agh. Set zy Dr. Ame 


8 his flame, 
0 * n en. 
But, the? fix d bim 55 weld, 5 


the 


Her 


= ſill ſhe turn'd her Spinging- -Wheel, 


ir nn 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. ww 


Her milk · white hand he did 71 
And prais'd 125 0 gers long a 12 
Conſtant joy her rar did. wa aK 


Then round about her ſlender waiſt 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd 3 1 
To kiſs. her hand he down did knee! 
Bat yet ſhe turg'd her Spinning- Wheel. 4 $4 


With gentle Voice the bid him riſe; © 1 

ge bleſs'd her heck; her lips, and eyes: 5 * 
Her foridheſs me could ſcarce cbncell /f: 
vet ſtill fhe turn'd her Spinning-Wberl. . 


Till, bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſu d. 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd ; 
Then puſh'd bim from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her pron rage &: 
At laſt, when ſhe. began to ig, 

He ſwore he meant her. f 


'Twas then her love ſhe T4 Yo 5 
And = Away her mee Wea 


'$ 0 N G COXXXVT, | 


da * 
Soothe not their wich wanton art; D 
They take what-nature's gifts. — TS on | 
And take it with a chrarſul heart. 


158 T HE BREN T; 
If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt . 


With wholeſome cups they chear the ſoul, / 
And crown them with the village ue? 


If thoſe who join in ſhe epherd's f ort, 
Dancing on the da) d th 
Have not the ſplendor bf a 2 0 


Vet love adorns the merry round. bt 415-444 


SONG CCOCXXXVIE. 
Set by Dr. Arne, in Alfred. 


HE ſhepherd's plain „ 
Without uilt, without ſtrife, 
Can only true bleſtings impart : 5 
As nature directs, 

. "That bit he expects”: NN 
From health, and from quiet of h heart. 


Vain prandeur and r, 

Thoſe joys of an . 

Tho? mortals are toiling to and; 1 
Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow? | 

All happineſs dwells in the mind. 


Behold the gay roſe, wo 

How lovely it !!! 0 antt 
Secure in the of the vale! 7 
Yon oak, hes gn ugh. : . 
Aſpires to the & of Se 
Both light” may © reh . 


£ z n 
' . &, «bb , 
0 FI * * * * a y % e ; 4 a Dustio. 
. * f 


* E A ite tw. SS of 


Or, nnen nnen. 


70% Het Duero isn ons : eds If 
OY as 5 a en e wan 
Of ambition beware, 122 nd 

That ſource of grep. ek and preg 
And ſport on the 1 | 
Or ——_ in the ſhade, 35 

With en 6 vibe of heart. l 


68 21 -wt4+g40 NG CCXXXVIII. . 
gung at Ranelagh | 
S Colin rang' d early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear the wood' choriſters warble . 
Young Phœbe he ſaw ſu iinely was laid, 


And thus in ſweet mel ly ſung the fair mid: 
And thus, &c. 


Of all my experience how vaſt the! amount, 
Since fiftcen. long winters I fairly can count! 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly — 'd, 

To live to theſe years, and vnn a maid? | ; 
To live, &c. E 


Ye heroes triumphant by land and by 8 
Sworn vot' ries to love, yet unmindful of mei 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid. 

Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and bene ut 
Will — &c. 


Ye counſellors ſage, who, with — 
Can do what you pleaſe, with right and with wrong; 
Can it be or by law, or by equity faid, 
That a com = og 
That a come &c. - "0 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe ercellelt ein 
cu fave or emoliſ, can heal or can kill; 


<< « ” — * + * 
—— —ä —— — n L 
* ha - ſk 47 l 3 4 4 "TY 3 1 


, : ntl 
" * y 

. * 8 N 
. 4 

/ 

f * by 
a7 

4 Mn 
i, 

* bal 
A 


is "THE BENT; 
To 5 or forlorn datmſel rr 


* r AA A9 OO IE eo rei Yo oem 
A * , N „ 7 N * . 
— 


s fick, E 


h 4 is ſick, * e. | 
Le fops, I der ett, my » "PEW 


n 


E 4 


TY An 


Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ye echoes of echo; ye ſhadows of andes 
For if T had or 1 might a wanne 


255 


3 Colin was 9 bear Jay . 5 
Then whiſper'd relief, like a kind -hearted * 
And Phœbe, well pleas'd, is no longer 1 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 
Of 1 negleAed, 1 dying a . 


* 


* * ; * 
7 1 2 13 * 
* * 5 L ” 2 „ . FA 


GS ; 
mY + — 


8 0 N 6. EoxxxIx; 
| Bing by Les. Sat by Dr. An. 


'ESOLV?D, as her poet, of Cola. bing, 
For — of beauty 1 hor 'd t 


Tyboven wf blooming compar'd-the 8 
But flowers, tho* blogming, at ev'ning may fade. 
Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 
Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 
For the ſun ſets at night, and breexts g SY 


The clouds of mild 1— e n, in pale blue, 


While the n ns them peepty e 
through, 8 

Tho' to rival hes rende can never rde, 

Yet methought chey Look d ſomething Weben. 

TY "wort eyes: 8 


Re << wi 


td. aa PF ad PA LK fas wed vv 


„ ENGLISH SYREN. af1 
"OT, aha Tater Fs «will laft, .. 
When Ec « and when ſummer, aud autumn, are 


* I For ſenſe and good-humour no ſeaſon difarms, TY { | 


And the * my —— pray "ag.Lþ 
* du das 10 
At length — a fenit-tres a bloom. found, . 
Which beauty diſplay' d, and ſed 1 
I Then thought the muſes had ſmil'd on I” ; 
This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble m | 
© © Theſe colours fo gay, ri 
1 This delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell. 
Be her perſon's dear emblem: but where hall ba. 
ſn nature, a beauty Ut equals her mind? | 


7 This bloſſom, now pleafing, at ſummer's ga gpl 

MW Mu Tanguifti at firſt, and oft afterwards 

* But behind it the fruit, i its ſaccefſor, ſhall riſe, 

vy nature diſtob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : - 

- on when youth, that gay bloſſom, is ger, 

e er virtues imp rov'd, ſhall egage me th e 
l rat 11 , that brig d her} 0 

wv her — ren dy love, and by me, 10 


1 
* 


e Q N 8 ccxl. e 25 
Pre Me Lows, Sw by Me. Warn. 


E fair, who mine thro? Britain's ne, 
Fo And triu e 141 

Ounce. attentive. 4 1 
as To bat I — 


wiz THE BRENT; 


As ſoon as nature has decreed _ 
The bloom of eighteen years, - 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, | | 
Then beauty's farce appear: 
The youthful blood begins to flow, * 3 
She hopes for man, and longs to know, Fn) 
The ſureſt wages to koep aim. 


And you by — — 7 
Each AAbing 28 to 1 bleſt; „ Ir 

Be not too ing nor yet too coy, MW EY 

With prudence lure the happy boy, IF 
And that's the way to keep him. 1 G0 


A. court, at ball, at park or play. Nn 
1 * Wy a modeſt pride ; ad btn :-540.. . 
n our ue our min enn. 
The maid, pho a b gain a mate 60 
- By gig iddy, chat, will find too Jate, 
hat's not the way to keep him. . 1 
n eos af 4; 
That bane to l the ſex ; 1 1 J. 
Nor let che arts of dear Spadille . 
Your innocence perplex. 2 0 
Be always decent as a bride; 4 | . 
By virtuous rules y our reaſon gu 
For that's — to keep = 
But when the nuptial knot is faſt, - 
And both its bleckag $ ſhare, __ 
To make thoſe joys for ever laſt,” © 7 
Of jealouſy beware z:: PS 
His 4 with kind compliance meet: ES 
Let ws quan" rug dag e rde IN: 
| An o be ſure. to keep him. 
Y e e 


Or, * ENGLISH SYREN. 16z 


SONG CCXLL, 1 1 
The HEROIC FAIR. 


de 1 * hs! for our danger alarms! 
ſolicits our ſmiles to its aid; 
Let our — inſpirit its vor'ries to arms, 
And heroes alone win the heart of the maid. 


Laſt month, my dear Colin, with tear-ſwimming eyes, 
Preſs'd = hand, while he 6 a whole volume 
of woe; 
voin then (for my bert never woe u difgalſe) *. 
If you love me, fd I, ves 
e go and conquer the foe ; 2 
Securing your country's, ſecure your own bliſs; 
Love ſhal — nga arm, love ſhall oper 
PN wo ruin NT han ecure you kin. | 


Go then! He Vol d, reſolv'd not to ſtay, 


But 7 7 5 my lips firit; how elſe could we part? 
| fig b bi as the youth went away; 
— wi of my ear; N 
If by my example m Fran ir'd, | 
No . — are to prov e Britiſh rage; = 
ae . 4 
| 4nd our ſmiles couny havens ſa be Ne. " 


sene cox: = ** 
The SHEEHHER B. ports a 5 5 


O more the feſtive train I'll join: 5 
Adieu! ye rural tts, — "hh > 6, 37 
For what, alas! Tos like mine 


= A e 


1. 


13 242 

J 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pink Be - un ” rel 
But I am all deſpair and love. age 


| he 
Ah well a day! how chang'd um 11 F 
When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 
So ſoft my ſtraing, the herds hard by re 
FP Stood gazing. and forgot to b bid of 
ut now my ſtrains no longer moye,.  -\'. lu 
They're Ale ord all, n love... f I 
| Behold around my firaggling eeß. 18 
'The faireſt once upon the lea; "ns Ts 12 
No ſwain to co dey no dog to.keep,  —© An 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor ws. Apt by mer 
The ſhe ho us ere to ſee them rovez _ 
They aſk the cauſe, 1 anſwer, _ YT Th 
Ne lected love firſt taught m es . 1 of 
| With tears of an aſh to IF yes | 0" 
Tis that which fill'd my breaſt with, + "9 TI 


And turn'd my pipe to notes of woe 3 _ . 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, cha he? 


Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 


sONO CoxLnL'” 
No yapb O nymph that we the Aol mY 
She wins the hearts e all he by rains, FY Ws 
S 
of Sol delight an e 
While ſummer ſeafons rol ro wy 
But Sally's {miles can all — — 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray 
| Hlames the world below, Y 
Her p reſence bids the God of day 

| With emulation glow: 


' £ 
7 & &. FF * 4 


Or, ENGLISH SYRBN. 165 


Freſh beauties deck the painted ound. 
Birds ſweeter notes Prepare; e n 
rue playful lambkins ſkip around, _ 
And hail the alter fair, Wor N 


The lark but kralns his livid throat, - 
To bid the maid rejoice, - 

And mimicks, While he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice :© * 

The fanning zephyrs round her . 
While Flora hell 1 "wo 1 98 

And ev'ry flow ret ſeems to ſay, y 
[ but for Sally bes s. 


The am'rous youths her charms e 1 aol 1. 
From morn to eve their tale; FEY 
Her beauty and unſpotted . 
Make vocal every vale; ©, bye Cons 
The ſtream meand' ring thro? the meal, 
Her echoꝰd name conveys ; 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 


R tun'd to Sally's praiſe. * : 
MY fo more thatl biithſome laſs and bin 
To Fo mira wake reſort, | £ 
Nor ev'ry -morn on the Plain | Cain ON MC 
Pu rural ſport: _ "x7 FE 
No more ſhall Þ the'p purling till, e da 
Nor muſic wake the grove,.. y 
Nor flocks look — on the Ky, We... 


\ IS 
hm TT DIL. A 1206. 1 9 


> ; = A 4 
Wat 1 77 1 of _— ney + _ : * $4 "Th 5 "4 
* E. N 
. ee 0 
9 : 7 Y. 
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165 THE BRANT; 


SONG CCXETV. | 
The HONEST FELLOW. 4 by Dr. Arne, 


HO! pox o'this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
And Ell of your Phillis and Chloe na more; 
hei 


eir face, and their air, and their mien, i; 


rout ! 


Here's to thee, - my lad, puſh the bottle t 
Here's to thee, my lad, "paſſ t the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the foo! and — 

They dare not conſide an the juice 2 

But we honeſt fellows — ſdeath i —— ever think 

Of puling for bpm: ae he's able 0 NOOR, + 1 
Of puling, (Se; ' T 


"Tis wine, 5 wits, what . 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens — 
Remember what topers of uad to ſing, 

The . 
The man, 1 . 


If Cupid aſſaults you, Here's law for his wick; 3 
Anacreon's Caſes ſee, page 5 x B 
The precedent's —— and juſt by my fout W- | 
Lay hold Ne d tha — 1. 

Lay hold, e. | 


* What's life 1 Frolic, Fg anda lang 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt Fve Iiquo 


| mirth and good fellowſhip alw 
Mey fill up bumper, and let i it pov . 


Boys, fill up a * and let i it 5 round. 


4 141 9 J 


„ 


— — 


88 „ 0 _ 
+ < % » 7 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 167 


SONG ccxtv. 
| © 4A HUNTING $ONG. 
Set by My. Banden. " Sung at Vault. 


| 

" Recirarivs. al 1 
1 ARK, dle bern calle ay; 4 
1 Come the grave, come the . „ 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſk 3 . { 


Quit the — of floth, and ariſe 1 
From the East breaks ha mara, W 8 
See the 2 adorn | 5 

The wild heath; and the 3 » high, | ; 

The wild e and the mountains ſo high; 
. — 5 the ſtaunch hound. 

neg hs to the ſound, 

Fe the floods — the vallies rept 

And the 8 and the n . 


Prov'd their — of blood, rage 
by ne Os bartend th boars 116 F.'Y 1 


encount' 
2 heat ah vn the face, 


'd the chace, ___ 
aye) + Ly GRE; 
5 Ea: by 


Hence, of noble ala tag ra aig 
Hills and wilds we . e hors 


Where the boſom of Op” reveal,” on: LOUIE © 
Where the, 1 | ws nes ro 
Tho” in Tas 0 5 l 
Man ee or, ' 
aa Nerd e ate the fe, | 
. * 3 i #4 


„ 


Dy 


15 THE BR . n 


With the chace. in full 
GSods! how the deli 5 
How our aan e 65 
How our, &c, 78 e 


| Where is care, where is fear 4 

1 the 1 - the rer, 
And the man's ſomething amine, 
And the man's, &. 


Now to horſe, . boye: 
Lol each pants forthe joys 

That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 

That anon ſhall enliven the whole; I 
Then at eve we'll — e e 
Toils and pleaſures Oh AA SE 4a 
And — 1 — over the bowl, b 314c24-p3+>4W000 
K GE INT WT ORC" 33 


cc. 


A BALLAD in the Modern Toe, n An. 


NE morning young R 
Come here pre al 


| Yea, I thank you for not 
| thank you for no 


SONG 


He ſaid, if ſo be, he might make me bis wi — 
Good Lord I ws never e 1 * 
Yet could not heiß | 10 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civilenough, _ 
He ave me a box vie eee, 

it, N 8 . 
To ery, Thank you for nothing Ml my art, 


Esser I oÞt =>, 


* 


1 


goon after, however, he g i 
And with him on Sunday to chapel 1 * 
But ſaidtwas my neſs more hum his deſert. 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my el 1 * 


Ide ery'd, Child, you munſt aftet muy, 
Iod then talk d of banour, and loye, and obey; _ 
et faith, when his reverence came to that part, 


were [ thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 
At 3 our Ha 8 the flocking would 


nn VF 


| muſt not tell tales, but 1 ben what I know :. 


Youn — 2 confeſſes I cur d all his; ſmart, 
And 1 than 


2 . IIINEeR 
| Sung at Vauchall. Ser by Mr. Ballon.” 


TTEND, ye © art. 
The ſecret. Sage wy. -phils "_ 
And tell what f 


| f be, = t: 5 
* WU Whom fate deſigns for 2 ET, 85 | 


A Let reaſon o'er his. tho hts prefide, 

Let honour all. his, 1 — 
J StedFaſt in vi 
BM The (wait ten” 


' him for fomerhing with all my Ei 


Or, EN SETINFL INE: _ Fm 


4 1003. ade... N ** e 32 = 75 
77 12 4 he, n 2 


Let ſolid ſenlp inforts r Kr 


| With pure 
fr Sure riend to. modeſt merit : 3 
1 Tchr deb or ord we. Sul ta 


I Meltin 
1 The fi 


} ic 4 * 
. $806 
4 1 
L 17 } 


1 5 
14 oF * 
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f 
as. 
©. = tA 24 
2 * = wy 
Sy 4 9 * 


4 Let fordid av rice claim 1 no part 


Within his tender, gen'rous —.— 125 
Oh ! be that heart, from falſhood frees 


Devoted all to love and me. 

— — veto meremiUN 
SONG ccxLVUIT. 
CURE for the VA O URS. 

Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 


H V will Delia thus retire, 
And languiſh all her life away? 


While the fighing crowd admire, ny 


* 


Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn-tea, 
*Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn-tea; 3 
All thoſe diſmal looks and fretting 
; Cannot Damon's life reſtores 
Long ago the worms have eat him; 
| You can never ſee him more, .....-. 
|  _ You can never fee him more. 
; Long ago the worms have eat him | 
You can. never Tee him more. 110 * 


42 


And no ſprin our A a 
; And no, &c ning? 15 . 1 
3 9 ou, was born a womas, | 
| Well I know What vapours, mean; 
| The dense, ale is common; — — RZ n 
1 we have all the view 2 NF IR 
ö > Single "7 &. 5 a. 85 2 f 
All the morale thi ak.they: fell va, 22 os? 151 

Never cur'd abe ſorrow: ons "i 


| One of humour, youth and Wit, 
1 One of, Ke. 


Pritke? 


| Chuſe, among the pretty fe 5 n ft 7 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN, 171 

Prithee hear him ev'ry morning, | 
At the leaſt an hour or two; 

Once again at night returning, 

—] believe the doſe will do, 
El believe the doſe will do. 

once again at night returnin 

—I believe the doſe will o. 


rr 
S8 O N G CcXLIX. 
Set by Mr. Battifhill. 


ow eaſy was Colin, how blithe, and how gay! 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how ſprightly his 
lay ! 
So graceful her form, ſo accompliſh'd her mind, _ 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt be 
 join'd. 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt be 
join'd. 
Whenever ſhe danc'd, or r whenever ſhe ſung, * 
How juſt was her motion! how ſweet was her 
tongue! 
And when the youth told ber his paſſionate flame, 


She allow'd him to fancy her heart felt che ſame. 
She allow'd him, &c,w N 


With ardour he preſs'd fer to think him fin incere; 
But, alas! ſhe redoubled each hope and each fear : 
dhe would not deny, nor ſhe would not approve, 


And ſhe neither refus'd bim, nor gare him erenve. 
And ſhe neither, &,. ts it 


2 


Now chear'd. b y complacence; now froze b © ſain, | 
He languiſh'd Toe freedom, but layguiſh'd 1n * 
Till Thyrſis, who pity'd 1 helpleſs 2 fave, 


Eas'd his heart of its pain by t decem he bare. 
a5 1 heart, &c. * * 


12 5 Forſake 


1 | 7 gh 
% 4.92. +.t i; 7 ; of 4 
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Forſake 1 ſaid he, and reject her while; 
If ſhe loves you, ſhe ſoon will return with a {mile; 
You can judge of her paſſion by abſence alone, 


And by abſence na; K. e 11 beart;—or your 
Own, 4537 


And by abſence, 9 


This advice he purſa'd; but the remed nedy HET 
Too fatal, alas! to the fair-one he loy'd ; 
Which cur'd his own paſſion, but left ber in vain 
To ſigh for a heart ſhe could neyer regain, _ 
To ſigh for a heart ſhe could never Rt, 


SONG C lt 
4 TRIO. Sing at Vauxhall. | Ser by Me. Worgu, 


LY hence, rim melancholy's train! 
Hence, w ng thought and years of pain! 
What to us is age and care, Th 
Eyes of grief, and look z of fear? 


in the | au hter-lovi © "HAN EEOC 
Joi is pleaſure's ng . 
Mind not What He Stoics fayz 
Life is only for a d;, ft wy 
Baniſh far zee gion pow'r; - 1 p27 
Loſe not one 1 heur: 0 e 
Fly the ons eous train; 
is is ple 925 "boandles ew” "ul 5 jo 
Make the moſt of beauty's pride: 
Youth and beauty ſoon ſubide: 
ON 8 g n while yet yon may, 15 


fy „„ 
jor * rh leſs train; 
has is plealure's r : 


* voy ali 507 169 bi 


4 


„ * 
— 


or, ENGL Is fi SYREN. - 


Bacchus all his treaſure lends 
{Mirth and wine are conſtant friends) 15 
_ Lifts on high the human ſdu lt: 
ur Dread no poiſon in the bowl. K th 
Seek the jovial roſy train; 4 | 

This is pleaſure's boundlef __ 


In the meadows fafely ray. | 
Innocence ſhall guard the way; 
And by moon-light, on the green, orb 

View the fairies with their queen 

oy where love direts the train; "LE e 


+l r s golden reign. 


En Earp ſnakes, all- murd'ring war, 
155 . honour, hence are far; 
e peace, and j joy ſincere, 
˖ | Jove, 0 their revels here: 
1 Haſte to join the feſtive train; 
This is pleaſure's golden reign. _ 


Nor to ſcornful airs inclin'd, 
Know the ſeaſon to be kind : 
What would all your beauty do, 
Should ſhepherds once neglect to woo ©. 
See the beck*ning ſportive a 
Hark | they cry, W lane . 


N. 
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Freedom, with immortal ſhield, 

Guards the bleſſings we can yield 0 | 

Freedom hails thee to-reſign e | 

2 eee, ee 1 

tay no lon t Su A311 4 if 1 

This i is pleaſure's golden „** | 

| 13 9 — 1 
. 1 the ſilken yoke! : — i 
1 = IS Endlefs If 
i 

I 
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Endleſs peace, unfadin youths 
Riſe the ſure rewards of truth: 
Haſten then to join the train; 

For tis pleaſure's golden reigns 


$444 


SONG CCLI. 
Sung at Vauxhall, Ser by Dr. Arne. 


| 88 N give your attention to what I anfold; 


The moral y true, tho” the matter is old, 
The moral is true, tho? the matter is old: 
My honeſt confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is life without love: 


My honeſt confeſſion's intended to prove, 


How taſteleſs, inſipid, is life without love. 


In works of old ſophiſt my mind I employ'd ; 3 
My botile and friend too by turns I enjoy d, 
My bottle, &c. 

I laugh'd at the ſex, and preſumptuouſly trove 
Their charms to forget, and bid farewel to love: 
I laugh'd, &c. 


I toil'd and I traffick'd, grew i ally and great, 
A patriot in politics, fond of debate, 

A patriot, &c. 

Each paſſion 1 my doubts did rembve; 
They center'd in pleaſure, and pane! in love: 
Each paſſion, &c. | 


How ſweet my reſolves, I confeſs'd with' a agb. 


When Phillis, ſweet Phillis, tripp'd wantonly * 


When Phillis, &c. 
I caught her, and-mention'd a turn in the grove; 

Conſenting ſhe made me a convert to love: 
I caught her, &c. . 


Ye 


Y 
Vv 
V 
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or, ENGLISH SYREN. 155 


Ye lovers of freedom, no longer complain; 
We're born fel low- ſubjects of beauty*s ſoft chain, 
We're born fellow-ſubjeQs of beauty's ſoft chain: 
My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, 

4 That life is not life when divided from love: 
My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, 
That life is not life when divided from love. 


"0 XN 0: can ee 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


TARK! the birds begin their lay. 

Flowrets deck the robe of May : 
See the little lambkins bound, 
Playful, o'er the clover-ground ; 
While the heifers ſportive low, | 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwains advance 
O'er the lawn in perfect dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's brow ; 
While the lakes in array, | 

Wait upon the queen of May 4 


Innocence, content and love, 
Fill the meadows and the grove; 

5 Mirth, that never wears a frown, | 
Health, with ſweetneſs all her own; | 
Labour puts on Pleaſure's ſmile, 
And pale Care forgets his toll; 
Labour puts, &c. 
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Ah! what pleaſures ſhepherds bow Hes —1 | 
Monarchy dannot ſuch beſtow; m — A: | 
Love improves each happy hour; 1 anGs 45 
Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore. ' Os: 

Learn, ambition, learn from le. 1 1 
Happineſs is innocence; er 
Learn, ambition, learn * be. 

Happineſs is innacrnce. 6 


SONG CCL. | 
| CELIA” Sour A 


4 5 &,.:+ x4 -# 2 


* 


Arc fadrefs reigns- over the plain! 


roop the 1 5 around 
How penſive each nymph ea 4 
| How klexe 2 2 muſical found! 
No more the ſoft lute, i in the bow'r is, 
i Beguiles the cool ev wings aways. 
Sad fighs meaſure out the Jong hour, r; 
Since Damon has wander'd ours. 


Oh! he was our villa s. pride, 
This change from his abſence 1s Een; „ 
Twas he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on green: 
At ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and fralic were we! 1 
But now ev'ry feaſt in the year 125 ir ae 2 
Is joyleſs asyoyleſs can Deine 52 
Ah! why did he venture from home, 
Io mix among hoſtile alarm? os ee 
No juſtice oblig d him to roam a, 
Or take up thoſe teriblerms + . 
Fae, on 3 1911 Let 


1 0 N & 
* 7 * 
A. 3 


+ 


; 


x: 


or, ENGLISH SYREM. 17 


Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, P 
Be heedleſs of life, and of limb; 0 
The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor — one gentle like him. 


Where e er the adventurer goes, 
Oa land or the dangerous main, 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, 


And give him to Celia again. 
Oh! give him to Celia again, 
My true love in ſafety reſtore; 
wb ceaſe on his breaſt palate, 
From r. arms he ſhall r no more. 


8 0 NG 'CCLIV. 


LO. and CON ST ANC Y. 
Sun at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 55 
ON G time my heart > ug 2 
, Ten that ts thy Winn FE» 

| I faw, L Emer Llor'ds... 
_ one my heart confin'd, 

how _ my my heart r FD 
e maid was blithe, was young 

n he = 2 
e maid was. was 
From affeftation cee: 

No imperſection did 
While the lbok'd ki 


on mez | 


No imperfection did appear, te 
While ſhe look d lind on me. | 
When her my Pain * LN 
And all my 
The inſolence * 3 
Her cold difflain e 
un cold, &. 


. 
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The beauty 1 eſteem' d before, 3 
Appear'd'deformity; . __ 

The beauty, &c. I e ß 

Each charm I thought a cum no more, | 
She was unkind to me: 

Each charm, &c. | 


Forbear, fond youth; 1 no more = 
The ſex's weakneſs ſcan; | 
Twas not inconſtancy, or pride, 
But trial of the man, 
But trial of the man: 7 154 
When time had prov'd my flame  incere, | 
She own'd the ſame to me; 
When time, &c. 
Not love alone can win che far, 
But love and conſtancy : : 
Not "_ &c. I 


PPP 
"HEN once I with Phillida gray d, 
Where rivers run murmuring „ 7 
I heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made; 5 
What ſwain was ſo happy as 17 
My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, | 
For my wealth by her kiſſes 1 I'told; 


I thought myſelf richer, by far, ** 
Than he that had mountains of = 


But now I am poor and undone, - ib 
Her vows have prov'd empty and vain; 


The kiſſes I once thought my own, - 


Are beſtow'd on à happier ſwain: 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem, 


Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; ² 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer dream. 4 
as, fickle as Midſummer dew, : 


O Pzhilli 


A 
Se 
V 
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A 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 179 


O Phillis, fo fickle and fair, 
Why did you my love then approve ? 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro' deſpair 
I ſoon had forgotten to love: 
You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, _ 
You ſpoke, and your words were fo kind, 
I could not ſuſpe& the deceit, 1 
But gave my looſe ſails to the wind. 


When tempeſts the ocean deform, 
And billows ſo mountainous roar, 
The pilot, fecur'd from the ſtorm ö 
Ne'er ventures his bark from the ore; 
As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the . 
His art he. too credulous tries, 
And failing is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


SONG CCLVI. 
E HO LD, faireſt Phebe, yon on garden ſo fair, 
So rural the arbours, ſo 9 ant the air; 
t 


The trees how they're clad with a bright lovely green, 
And lovers, for pleaſure, a walking are ſeen, 


See the meadows and fields, with what beauty they | 
grow, | 
And the clear limpid kreams, uninterruptedly flow ; 
See the innocent lambs, how they chearfully play, 
While their dams, on the bank, do a ſun-burning lay. 


In the air hear the birds, with ſweet warbling throats, 

All chanting their lays in the ſweeteſt of notes; 

The lark in the morning, as ſoon as it's light, £2 
With e n—_—_ e the ye 4 Mes ker . 
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And pleaſantly in irregular rank: 
Not a thing is there wanting to make it look e 
But you, my dear Phœbe, to render it complete. 


Suppoſe then, for pleaſure, we juſt take a walk 
Around yonder green, and let 


What pleaſes your fancy, will likewiſe pleaſe mine. 
1 would ſcorn to be rude; my thoughts Ed 


$0NG cevii 
LABOUR in VAIN.. 


1* purſuit of fome lambs From my locks that har 
ſtray” 445 

One morning I rang'd o'er the plain ; . 

i But, alas ! after all my reſearches were made, 

I . that my labour was vain. 


At eo growing leſs my lambs to reſtore, | 
I reſo T'to return back a 


| 1 eee I tho ene 


Since I found ory my labour was vain, 


On this my return, pretty Pœbe I ſaw, 
And to love her I could not'refrain ; 

To ſblieit a kiſs, I approach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was. yain.,, . 


But, Phebe, I cried, to my ſuit lend at eat, 
And let my no long er complain? 
She reply d, with frown, and an aſpect alen 
; Young Colin, your labour's i in vain. Pa _ 
f en 


_ + : - #, — , 4 _— W644 e J 
- 4 — 4 a4. 4 WA. > © 64.2 a 4 —* - ” 7 , — hoo 2 - 9 bs. 2 2 1 1 PR: 
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The. dowdlips and-vi'lets adorn the green banks, 


| ve be dur talk: _ 
W bhat ſay you, my fair one? to your will T refign; 


my tx 
To drive away that which I thought would anno): 
I am plain and ſincere, as a lover ſhould be; 
I hate to be n and _ to be free. 


3 0H fr od 


— — 


ee V add fad tw” ac. A i. I Sn... 


— 


Or, ENGLISH STREN. 184: 
Then I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe Ih breaſt, 
And kits' a her 150 kiſs'd her 94814 
O Colin, ſhe 6 i youre ee Fra 1 
That your -ſhall ſill be in vain. 2 
At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and owe, TULLY 
Compaſlion ſhe took on my pain; 


She: now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, . 
r ee e go % hn, 
s ONO coLyn 
Sang by Mr. Lowe. 

M* >mples with cluſters of grapes · Ill ente ine, 
nd barter all joy for a goblet of wane ; 


In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll ruin, 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus s tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the air? 
Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to — 1 Y 
For what mighty charms can be ſound in-a-plaſs, 
I? not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs ? 
'Tis woman w_ charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 


The miſer himſel ( lapremd is her „ 
Grows convert to loye, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up bor hea, 
And Poverty liſtens well pleas d from her ſhed 


While Age, in an extacy, hobbling ag along, 
Beats 6 his crutch to the tune © fer ng. 
Then brin #2 me a goblet from Bacohus's hoard, 


The 1 ſands board ; 
PIL ll up Lo ny Wie 2 5 8 
Tis de nba ana ce * 7 


wg eee 
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e 
*FANNY's CHARMS. 


And nature feels decay; 6 
Tho? winter now her garb puts n 
And caſts a gloom on day: - 
Tho? filent ſtands the lazy hill, 
And mute the ſylvan throng ; 
Yet Fanny's charms, unfading ſtill, 
Shall flouriſh in my ſong. 


'Tho? now no more on ſunny plains, 
The ſhepherds tend their care, 
Aad each, in emulating ſtrains, 
Forgets to praiſe his fair; 
Tho' unfrequented ev'ry ſhade, 
That catch'd the vernal breeze, 
Yet Fanny's ſmiles (enchanting maid!) 
Can charm me more than theſe,  _ 
When ſpring, in varied beauty dreſt, — 
Does all its ſweets diſcloſe, 
Compare the lily to her breaſt, _ 
And to her lips the roſe: - 
Her breaſt the Lily's white outvies, 
1 Tho? whiteſt of the vale, 
And to her lips (in Damon's eyes) 
Phe reddeft roſe looks pale, 


1 
No more ſhall flow'rs bedeck the meads, 
Or birds frequent the ſprayz, __ 1 
Or larks forſake their dewy beds 
And hail the dawning day: *_ 


. 


I Shall bleating lambkins rove, © . ; 4421 
An ſhe no more prove fair or true, 
N hen I for get to love. | | 


4 
c 
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W tho? the bloom of ſpring is gone, 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 183 


SON G CCIX _ 

Sung by Mrs. VincenT, at Marybone-Gardens, 
Set by Mr. Dubourg. | 
HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 


The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
The yellow harveſt, free from ſoit, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil ; 

The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 


O'er which he tells the jocund tale, 4 


$0 N Q en. 

The HAPPY MEETING, 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Berg, 
5 8 Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way 

A Alody Ir banks of Tweed; 1 

A bonny laſs, as ever was, _- 
Came tripping o'er the mead : 

The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 

The buxom nymph ſurvey d; 

And full of glee, as lad could be, 
Bieſpake the pretty maid. ts 


Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here? 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſiraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where ? 
To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee ; 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, © 
lſe ſeek the ewes with thee, 


1 TAE OAENT: .. 


She gin her hand, nor made a, ſtand, 
But lik'd the onch's intent: 

os hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
ight merrily they went: 

The s ſang Pad the pair to greet, 

And flowers © ploom'd around ; 

And as they walk'd, of love rd. 
And joys which lovers crown 


And now the ſun bad roſe to noon, 5 Oh 
| (The zenith of his pow'r) 
| When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
Jo paſs the mid-day . 
The 2 lad raw d, in his plaid, 


The laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn; 
She ſoon forgot the ewes ne Rah 
And he to gang to to „ 


80 N G CCLXII. 


- Sung at Raselagh. Sen ) Mr, Berg. 
\NE Midſummer morning, when nature look'd 


The birds falle of ſong, and the flocks full of 
When earth-ſcem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love; 
My mother cried, Nancy,:come haſte to the mνj,]ſp e 
If the corn be not ground, you may ſrold if you will, 


i, $ 


A woman, alas! would 

l went tow'rds the mill without 
And conn'd oer the words Lene A to 
12 But when I came nea# it, I bund ir toc k 
Ss: B $ how? cry Ai buff them rarely 1511. A 


a BY The 


without: 
Wart 


ba T ; 
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n — no doubt; 
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, .ENGETSH SR E N. 


The ſony to market that inſtant was gone; 
The work it was left to the care of his ſun: 
Now, though, I, can ſcold well as any one can, 

I thought 'twould be wrong to. ſcold the err | 
I ſaid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill; 4 

I muſt havẽ my corn ground, I muſt, and I will. 
Sweet maid,:cry'd the youth, the fault is not mine 
No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine : 
There's no one more ready in pleafing the fair; 
The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare, 


But hark how the birds fingy and ſee how they bill! 
I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt, and I will. 


My corn 3 dane, I tow'rds home bent y way ; 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay ; 
Infiſted to hand me along the green mead, 


And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, "and indeed ! | 
And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me ftill : 


e Pve lik d him, and n 
will 

I often ſay, Mother, the miller I'll huff; | 
She laughs, 1 Go, girl, ay, plague bin 


15 57 
And E day paſſes but, by her deſire, 
t a ſly kiſs fr rom. the youth 1 admite : 
1 be withes, his wiſh I'll fulfill, 
. 0 yes! LIP bee. 
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Tue DU $T-C'ART. | { foverite C,. 
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Pee thro' fireets 1 A 
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Tom with uplifted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid addreſt. 
| | 7 AIR. 4 5 SEE 
O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you fteal our hearts, 
You take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again; 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 


= „ 


Give me my heart, you ſtole, again. - 
| ; ReciTaTive. 80 
Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 5. 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, | U 
And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe ery'd, Stop, John. : 
Ae 10 Y 
Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt? 
| Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 
| ''The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, ( 
1 And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 1 
=_ Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart, 
| And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 
| . Shall long to ride in my duſt- car. 4 


i 


SONG 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 187 


$ON G CCLXIV. L 
Sung in the Double Diſappointment. 


| HEREVER I'm going, and all the day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That you name, when I'm Glent, runs ſtill in my 
ong. | | 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe z 

| ſleep all the day to forget half my woes : 

So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, - 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro* my clothes. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, | 
Your pretty black hair for me. 0 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in m ve, 

Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 

And grant the petition your lover does crave, 

Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Vour pretty black eyes for me. | 


On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a 1 ong ſword, how I'll ſtrut and WY 
ride ! r 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey [I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your ſide. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


$ONG 


But ſay, &c. ori 1 a 8 N 
She, ſings me a fog; nk I echo.ics train; | 
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SONG CCLXV. 
Sung by Mr. BE A R b. 
HAT Jenny 5 my friend, "uy delight, and ay Fry 


„ 6168. BH 

I always "as, 9+ 2 and ſeek not to hide 5 

I dwell on her praiſes, wherever I,go zi 111 | 
They ſay P'm in loye, but I anſwer, ung 7 
They ſay I'm in love, but 1 anſwer, Noyyoc: 


At ev'ning oft-times, with what pleaſure I fee 

A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea! 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her ow 1 
But ſay not tis love, nn No, no: 


1 


7 ain, I cry, Jenny, may Jenny, again: 

iſs her ſweet lips, as if there 1 could grow 3- 
* ſay not tis love, bet, I enen No, 5, " 
But ſay, &c. on os en 


She tells me her faults as ſhe ſits on n ny knee: : 

I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 

My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and fill bids me think fo ; 
Who knows but the _ tho neee, no? 


Who knows, &C. , PR RR! CO 


#156 0 
From beauty and u wit, and 1 how 1, 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: 
Thy bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay, No; 
And let me deſerve her, or Wen to en Na. 


n 
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Or, ENGLISH 


J 0 N G CCLXVI. 
H ONO U R. | 
Ws, by Mr, . Lowe. Set by Dr . Boyce. Fl 


H E flame of love ſincere I felt, 
And &reen'd the paſſion _ ; 
= tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, © 
But awe ſuppreſs'd my tongue. 
At = th I oh iny deareſt maid, 
ay. eart was kx'd upon her : 
But think not I can love, the faid; 
82 can't, upon my ame 5 


The heart that once is roving cxoght, 
All prudent nymphs diſtruſt ; 
And muſt it for a youthful fault 
Be always d unjuſt 7 
So Czlia judg'd, fo ſenſe decreed, 
And bid me ftilt to ſhun + 
Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, won't here and. 
It won't vos my honour. | 


1 d, I've beny © blame, 
Too tangy 00 confeſs 3 


er .be the rake reotulca, 
IN eee 
ad ev ry nym alis 
I — — 24 undone her; 


SYREN. 


4 


On chee, bright maid, os belt delov'd, | 
1 der er my honour. 


D 
\ £14. 8 


My conſtancy to prove, F 


Then with a bluſh conſent expeeid, 
And bleſs'd me with nne, 
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Come then, my dear love, to the wood let's repair, 


To church I led the blooming fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 
And now life's ſweeteſt joys we ſhare, 
We do, upon my honour. 3 
SONG CCLX III. 5 
The ARCH D ENIA L. | 
cons Set by Dr. Arne, : 
As Damon to Phillis, Soppofe my fond eyes F 
Reveal with what ardour I glow, 
Reveal with what ardour I glow ; 0 
Well, what if they do? there's no harm ſure, ſhe cries; 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; ( 
T can but deny you, you know, . 
( 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe lips a ſweet kiſs, 
Say, would you the favour beſtow 7 


Say, would you the favour beſtow ?- | | , 
Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, what a queſtion is this! 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; J 


I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
or pleaſure from pleaſure will grow, _ | 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow? 
Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply*d as before, . 
can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know, " 


Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: 


O80; 1 
No, no, with a bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, For there 


I could not deny you, you know, you know :* | 
I could not deny yon, you know, / + _ | / 


—_ SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. mi 


SONG CCLXVILL,, 
_ NUMBERLESS KISSES. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens, 
NOME, Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave : 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Doſt aſk me how many I'd have? 

I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure ; r 
Then, pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind; _ 
For, ſince J love thee beyond meaſure, 6 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd, 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing; 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven; 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore ; 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 

I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more. iÞ 111972 
To a heart full of love let me hold the, 
A heart, which, dear Chloe, is thineg * '*\ 

In my arms let me ever infold thee, FR 
And circle thee round, like a vine. | | 
What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on your lips ſhall be ſpent: 
The wretch-that can number his ies, 5 
Will always with few be content. 
SON een... 
185 Set by Dr. Arne. 
H blithe was I each morn to ſee 


L _ My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
e/leap'd-the brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good-will : 
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| ] neither wanted ewe, nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay; | 

He gather'd in my at night, 0 

| And chear'd me all the day, | 

| Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, | 

F Where loſt was my repoſe; - 
| n dis e ewes, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 


| 
| | He cad be E 

| The birds ſtood hHPning by; . 
| The fleecy flock ſtood fill and bd, La” 
A Charm'd with his melody : an 
While thus we 2 our time, e 

Betwixt our flocks and play, n 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 

'Tho' cer ſo rich and gay. 

Oh! the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Cou'd I but faithful be ? | 
He ftole my. heart; cou'd I refuſe, 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, _ 
| 13 I loy? 4 the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 
Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, : 
Where loſt was my repoſe; _ 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, . 


With his pipe an * ewes. 
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s ON G CCLXX. 7 

CYMON and IPHIGENIA. 4 Cantata. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D. Set by Dr. Arne. 


RecirArivx. 


N 3 rw ug grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 

ade 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 
Thither retir'd from Phoebus? ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove ; 
He trudg'd Ong. unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought : 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd —he ftar'd— her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 
And while with artleis voice he ſweetly ſung, 
beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 

Alx. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 

Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene ;_ 

But in thy boſom, charming maid, 

All heav'n itſelf is fure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene,  * 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


| Rxcrrarivr. . 
She wakes, and ſtarts — poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
e Bright 
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194 THE BKENTT; 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! if 'tis you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 


But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong; 


' AlR. Go 

Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, 

Thy love-inſpiring mien; ä 

Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 

# And taper-ſhape, inchant me ſo, 


I die for Iphigene, 


I die for Iphigene. | 
| RxcirATIvxE. 8 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe; 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 


And thinks he might improve his auk'ard gate; 


Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 

Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to plead ; 

And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 

| | Alx. 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 11 
And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul: 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date; 

But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 


| Bleſt with beauty, and with love, r 


We taſte what angels do above 
What angels do — . E 


SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 195 


8 ON G CCLXXI. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Ser by Dr. Boyce. 


AS Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt, _ 
Wich a ſigh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he preſt, 
White bis paſſion he breath'd in the grove ; 
As the bird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my love. 


If e'er this heart roves, or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the vallies and plains, 
May Pan his protection deny: | 
fn vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind; 
On the lips of another no rapture I find; 
With thee as I've liv'd, fo I'Il die. 


More ſtill had he ſwore, but the queen of the May, 
Young Jenny the wanton, by chance, tript that way, 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade, "Ji 
With ſorrow, young lovers, I tell the ſoft tale, 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 

And forgot ev'ry vow he had made. I 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 
In form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 

Of ſhepherds the en pride: a 
Ah! blame not the maid, if, o'ercome by his truth, 
Her hand, and her heart, ſhe beſtow'd on the youth, 

And the next morn beheld her his bride, 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair, 
That a pleaſing revenge ſhall take place of deſpair; 
Give ſorrow and care to the wind s _ 
If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 
If falſe, ſeek redreſs in a lover that's new, 

And pay each inconſtant in kin. 
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SONG CCLXXII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 


E true honeſt Britons, who love your own ot 
Whoſe ſires were fo brave, ſo victorious and 
free, 
Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me ; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's gook | 
_ cheer, 

The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 

Your wine-tipling, dram- ſipping fellows, retreat, 


But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat. 
But your, &c. 


'The French with their vineyards are meapre and pale, | 


They drink of the ſqueezings of half- ripen'd 
fruit ; 


But we, who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, 


Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, &c. | | 


Shou'd the French dare invade u us thus arm'd with 


our poles, . 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern- 
jaws ring; 
For you beot-onting beer-drinking Britons are 
ouls, 
Who will ſhed their lat drop for their country 
and king. 


Let us 565 1 &c. 


3 SONG 
7 Vert 54 | 


Or, ENGLISH SFR EN. 197 


SONG CelLxxIII. 
Lung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan, 


ORE bright the ſun began to dawn, 
0 The merry birds to ſing, 
And flow'rets dappled o'er the lawn, 
| 1n all the pride of ſpring, 
| When for a wreath young Damon ſtray'd, 
And ſmiling to me brought it ; | 

Take this, he cry'd, my deareſt maid, 

4 And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought it ? 


I bluſh'd, the preſent to receive, 
And thank'd him o'er and o'er ; 
When ſoft he ſigh'd, Bright fair, forgive 
1 muſt have Cockle more: 3 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt, 
So earneſtly he ſought it; | 
* let him take it, I proteſt, 
] And who— , aye, who'd have thought it? 
A ſwain that woo'd with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain; _ 
A ſecret flame ſoon * my heart, 
And fluſh'd thro? ev'ry vein : 
'Twas love inſpir'd the pleaſing change, 
From his my boſom caught it; 
Twas ſtrange indeed, twas paſſing ſtrange, 
And who-—, aye, who'd have thought it? 


Hark! Hymen calls, the ſhepherd cry'd; 
Let us, my dear, comply : EO 
We inſtant went, with love our guide, 
And bound the nuptial tie: 
And ever ſince that happy day, 
As mutual warmth has taught it, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport and play, 
And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought it? 
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The ACCIDENT. Sung at Sadler's-Wells, 
A t'other day milking I fat in the vale, O! 
1” Young Damon came up, to addreſs his ſoft tale, T 


do ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him a frown ; - | 
For he frighted my cow, and my milk was kick'd H 
down. 


Lord bleſs me! favs I, what a-deuce can you mean, 
To come thus upon me, unthought-of, unſcen ! 

1 ncer will approve of the love you pretend 
For, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief may end. 


— et = O03 


little thought now, he'd his paſſion advance; 
But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance: | 
He begg'd a kind kifs, which I gave him, Ivow z 
And I laid, my own ſelf, all the fault on my cow. 


How many ways love can the boſom invade! - 
His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a maid : 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at; 
But I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that. 


I flutter all over. whene'er he comes nigh; 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhou}d ſurely comply, 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells, 
Tho? he flings down my milk, or does any thing elſe. 


7 
{ 


S ON G CCLXXV. 
A Dialegue, Sit by Nr. Royce. 


ASTE, haſte, ev'ry nymph, and each ſwain, 
3 to-the grove; 3 
{I For Venus is there, tis the ſeaſon for love : 


1 
1 * 


O bey 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 199 


Obey the kind ſummons; for, if ſhe's defy'd, 
Your boldneſs ſhe'll conquer, and puniſh your pride, 


She. 


Oh hear me, ye fair ones, nor heedleſsly run; / 


The path to delight is the road you ſhould ſhun : 
Fly far from the grove if Venus be there ; We; 
Her ſummons as cruel, her ſmiles are a ſnare, 


| He. 
Sure nature was never averſe to delight ; 


Where pleaſure is preſent, fear ſoon takes its flight: 
Proud nymph, if by kindneſs you cannot be warm'd, 


Remember that Venus her Cupid has arm'd, 
J fear not his vengeance, his bow, nor his darts; 
'Tis credulous- folly that ſoftens our hearts: 


But virtue's the ſhield, thoſe hearts can ſecure, 
And paſſion's a ſickneſs diſcretion can cure. 


; 25 { „ 5 | 
Diſcretion | why Venus would laugh at the name: 
If once in your boſom ſhe kindles a flame, 


In ſpite of yourſelf, you would hie to the grove; | 


For reaſon can't. ſtruggle gainſt nature and love. 


FITS ' She, 
Go, leave me, deceiver, let reaſon prevail; 
'Gainſt nature and paſſion let fear turn the ſcale, 
| * Both. | OY. 
Nay, traitor, forbear ; I'm to honour a ſlave. 
Nay, faireſt, be kinder ; to love I'm a flave. 
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SONG CCLXXVT.. 
DUET. Sung by Mr. Brax b, and M, V OUNG, 


W HE N phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 

How ſweet 1s the ſound of the echoing hort 

When the antling Rag is rouz'd with the ſound, 

Erecting his ears, nimbly (weeps o'er the ground. 

And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 

But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 
glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his kead, 
And winged with fear, he redoub les bs ſpeed : 


But, oh! 'tis in vain that he flies, 


That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
cries ; 


For now his ſtreng th fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well-ſcented hounds ſur. 


rounded he dies. 
$54$314$$$$$$14 4443444 $$+++$$4$$444+4 
- $ONG CCEXXVIE. --. 
The Words from Shakeſpear. Sung at Ranelagh. 


\OME, live with me, and be my love, 

And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountain yields: 
There will we * t upon the rocks, 
And ee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals, 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 


With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 


A cap of flowers, with a pgire 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle ; 


A goun 


E PT —— — << >» 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 20 
A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull. 
NG, If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
orn, Come, live with me, and be my love. 
ru! Fair lined flipper for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold ; 
1 A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 
And coral claſps, and filver ſtuds: 
the MW The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight, each May morning. 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love, 


- HITS ISISSSSS SS S$$$+$$$4 $$$ 
the +: 5 SONG CCLXXVIII. | 


Ser by Dr. Green. The Words by Mr. Gay. 
ar O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 


| My Chloe's boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
* How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied place 
With never-fading love, 
| With never-fading love! 1 5 
There, Phœnix- like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die, 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 

More fragrant roſes there, 5 

More fragrant roſes there: 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 

With envy and deſpair, 

With envy. and deſp air. 
One common fate we both muſt prove; 
Yeu die with enyy, I with love, | 

"You die with envy, I with love. 


* 


TAME WINNER 7,0 
s O NG CCLXXIX.,.;. 


Sung at Vauxhall, Set by Dy, Atte. 


URE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
o That &er gave ſhepherd 56. 1 
Not May-day, in its morning | 
Is half ſo fair as ſhe: 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen, | 
And fancy'd forms adore; _ 
Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey fip, 


Did ye but Know the ſweets that dwell 


On Sally's love-taught lip: 


But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 5 


The ripe temptation ſhun ; 


Or elſe like me you'll wear her. chains, 


Like me you'll be undone. 


Once in my cot fecure I gept, | 
And lark-like hail'd the morn ; | 


More ſportive than the kid 1 legt, jak; 0 


I wanton'd o'er the lawn: 
To ev'ry maid love-tales 1 told, 
And did my truth aver; 
Yet ere the parting kiſs was cold _ 
I laugh'd at love and her. xy 


But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray ; 

There to the: winds'my rag 5 ry: 
And figh my fout Way r. 


Non ww 


ht 


$TREPHON of the HILL. Set by Dr. Arne. 
| L E T others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
me 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs ; 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 20 
Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, | 
No dawn of hope I ſee;  —- 


For Sally's e with my. complaints, . 
And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 
So late my only care, 

Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And ftray'd I know not Where: 

Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat ; 
My lambkins loſt, adieu! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too, 


| TRY 
SONG CCLXXX, 


Or Colin's at their will; 
an to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strephon of the Hill. 


As once I fat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; 

Who ſhou'd my Sizade; invade, 
But Strephon of the Hill? 


I cou'd not take it ill; 
For nothing fure is done amiſs 
By Strephon of the Hill. 


Conſent, O lovely maid 1 he cry'd, | RE | 
Nor aim thy ſwain to kill : 
Conſent this day to be the Side "IF 
Of Strephon of the Hill. 


0007 #65 9 anon. A —— 


Obſerve the doves on gender pray," oe wh 
See how they fit and bills 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the Hill, 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtill! | 

May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me 
With Strephon of the Hill. 


eee 
SONG CCLXXXI. 
In the Oratorio of Suſanna, 


SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 
A That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


Say, wil the vulcure quit his prey, 
And warble thro? the grove ? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 
Ye bards, unenvied laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


eee 


SONG CCLXXXII. 
The UNION of LOVE and WINE. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. 


Fry ITH women and wine I defy ev "ry care, 

| For life without theſe is 5 bubble of air; 

1 For life without theie, xe. =; 2 N 
| a. 


PE Oo l 8 , Fr? 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 205 


Each wo_ the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul ; 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
[ never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 


care not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Let 'em have their own humour, and I will have mine, 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 

'Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 

And Venus ne er look'd with a ſmile fo divine, 

As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine, | 


Then come, my dear Charmer, thou nymph half. : 


divine, 


Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine; 


Then giving and taking. i in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper 1”.1 quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs, 


eee FEES SHS $3 4+$+44++ 


SONG . CCLXXXUI. 


HEN mighty roaſt beef was the e man's 
food, 
It ennobled our veins, and e our blood; 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good: 
O the roaſt beef of Old England ! 
And O the Old Eng'1ſh roaſt beef! 


oo 
But ſince we have learnt from all-conquering F rance 


To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 


Ve're fed up with hoghing but vain complaiſance: | | ö 


Our 


0 the roaſt beef, &c. 


54 
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Our fathers of old were robuſt, ftbut er 
And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 
V/ hich made their * tenants rejoĩce in this ſong: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. Fe 
But now we are dwindled to - what ſhall I name? 
A ſneaking poor race, half begotten, — and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame : 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 2. JT 2185 


When good queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip- ſlops were known, 
The world was in terror, if e'er the did frown : 
O the roaſt beef, &c. Fe nee t 
In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 
They ſeldom or nevet return'd back again 


As witneſs, the vaunting armada of Spain. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


Oh! then they had ſtomachs to eat, and to fight, 
And, wane wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
EL all e | 8 S 
But now we're a pack of —I could - but good-night: 
O the roaſt beef of Old England! 

1 And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 

1 SONG CCLXAXXIV.. 

VO tell _ I'm handſome, (I know not how 
T true . wee eee 

And eaſy, and chatty, and good humour'd too; 
That my lips are as red as the roſe- bud in June, 


All this has been told me by twenty before; 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. 
But he chat would win me muſt flaiter me more. 


And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in tune: 


If 


1 
( 
I 
] 
] 


or, ENGhI8H SYREN. 207. 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 

» Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am 11 

g My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will bring; 

ä My voice, like the nightingale's, knows but a ſpring: 

For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give o'er ; 
To love me for life, you muſt love me ſtill more, 
To love me, &c. 115 | 
Then talk not to me of a ſhape, or an air; 
For Chloe the wanton can rival me there: 
Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour as ſun-ſhine the day: 
For that if you love me, your flame may be true, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too, 

And J, in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


SONG CCIXXXV, 
CROSS PURPOSES, Sung at Ranelagh, 


OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 
But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry; 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
, Whhilſt Mary flights his paſſion ; 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. 


d Moll gave Hall a.wreath of flow'rs, 
| Which he, in am'rous folly, 
Cotiſign'd to Bell, and in few hours 
It came again to Molly: 4 
Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo _ 
No turtles can be truer; .*" 
Each» loves the object they purſue, 
| But hates the kind puriver, S140 
F F „„ As 


rere 


THE BRENT; 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hall deſpiſes Mary; 

And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry; 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer ; © 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good- humour. 


Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 
How much ' tis ev'ry one's concern 
To ſmile at reformaiton. 
And ſtill, thro' life, this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, 
Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you. 


— . 
| SOON 
Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Chaplet. 


* ſay, at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 
And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair: 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke? 
What know we of angels? I meant it in joke. 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, Ts 
And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove: 
I have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar- year; 
And not yet contented ! Have conſcience, my dear. 


8 o NG 


— 


Or, ENGLISH SY-REN. 


SONG CCLXXXVIL. 
Sung by Mr. VerxwoN. 


| E is ev'ry fond endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender dart; 
For examples move us never; 
We muſt feel, to know the ſmart. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think *tis all our due, 
Bids us think 'tis all our due. 


Softer than the vernal breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful ſtrain ; 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: 
But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive : 
FE Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 


SONG CCLXxXviIl —F 


USH obo the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the 
cart, 


While thus we fit round on the graſs : 
The lover, who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 1 
| Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
Aud wiſhes to add to the mals, as, 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. | 


N 
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The beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well. powder'd hair, 

a angel beholds in his glaſs, * - 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 7 

Deſerves, &c. 


The merchant from climate to elimate will roam, 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; _ 
And oft, while he's wand'ring, my Indy at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs, 
Claps the horns, &c. | 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
The- h. forehead well fronted anon" ren A 

o' he talk to no purpoſe, he s your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are an aſs, | 
There you, &c. 


The formal 5 — who knows ev'ry il, 

Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs; _ 

The fick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an afs, 

But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jowial and gay, 


By turns take qur bottle and laſs; 
For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an afs. 


SONG CCLXXXIX. | 
Sung in, The Chaplet, 


' Nay, arm not your, braw with. ſuch haughty diſdain; 
My heart leaps with joy to be free once * | 
Sing tol derol derol, 
Derol tol Jol derol lol lol; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. 


PII 


Arcwel, my Paſtora, no longer your c ſwain,' | 
Quite fi:k of his bondage; can ſuffer his chain: 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 2n 
M live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tenants of May, 
ho always are ſportful, who always are gay ; 
ow ſweetly their ſonnets they carol all day 


Their love is but frolic, their courtſhip but play. 
Sing tol derol, &c. 


f ſtruck by a beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 
In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore: 
the yields to intreaty ; and when the fit's ver, 
Tis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, &c. 


8 O N eee. 
Sung in The Chaplet. 


HAT meg'cine can ſoften the boſom's keen 
ſmart? 
What Lethe can baniſh the ain ? 


What cure can be met with to {oothe the fond heart 


That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain? 


In rere to for . AS] N 1 ny, 
he ſports. 0 the green! 
wen Colin is danci 15 with a ſigh, 
'Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale moon 4" ſoft nightingales moan: 


7 In accents ſo piercing and clear ; 
vou fing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a groan, 
: As when my dear Damon was here. 
A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove ; / 
n: For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura trap'd; 
n; And n e to love. | 


"Il 
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SONG CCXCI. 
Sung by Mr. CLrive, in The Chaplet, 


N vain I try my ev'ry art, 
1 Nor can I fix one ſingle heart, 
Yet I'm not old nor ugly: _ 
Let me conſult m faithfal glaſs —— 
A face much 8 than this might paſs, 
Methinks I look full ſmugly. 


Yet bleſt with all theſe pow'rful charms, 
'The young Palemon fled theſe arms, 
That wild unthinking rover: 
Hope, filly maids, as ſure to bind 
The rolling ſtream, the flying wind, 
As fix a rambling lover. 


But hamper'd in the marriage nooſe, 
In vain they ſtruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot: 
Like madmen, how they rave and ſwear ! 
A while they ſhake their chains, and ſtare 
But then lie down in quiet. 


40 NG eke. 
Sung by Mr. BAR D, in The Chaplet, 


JECLAR E, my pretty maid, 
f - Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry? 
1 


th you L'Il toy, III kiſs and play; . 
But hang me it 1 marry, hang me if I marry: 
With you PI toy, PII kiſs and play ; 

But hang me if I marry. | 


2 
«EE 


Then 


en 


or, ENGLISH sv RE N. 213 


hen ſpeak your mind at once, 

Nor let me longer tarry ; | 

ith you PII toy, PII kiſs and bur z 
But hang me if I marry : 

Vith you, &c. 


Tho' charms od wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke J well can parry : 
love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chooſe to marry : 
[-love, &c. 


Teng Molly of the dale 

es a mere ſlave of H 3 

Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, 
The fooliſh ſwain wouls n 5 

Becauſe, &c. 


Theſe fix d reſolves, my dear, 

[ to the grave will carry; 
With you I II toy, and kiſs and play ; ; 

But hang me if I marry, — hang me if I marry : 
With you III toy, and kiſs and play 

But hang me if I marry. 


SONG CCXCIIL 
1; en Chaplet. 


Damon. 


HREE goddeſſes ſtandin gerlier, | 
Thus N young Paris one day 2 
Can J jud e boch value of either, | 
"Where bear ſo equal a a (way ? hb 


| | bone 


me DUB BRHNT;- 


Piaſfora. 
Conſider my wit and condition, 
Conſider my ſon likewiſe; 
I never was us'd to petition 0 
But pr'ythee make uſe of your eyes. 


Laura. 
No merit I plead, but my paſſion ; 
Twas needleſs to mention your vow 2 
| Reflect, with a little compaſſion, 
| On what this poor boſom feels now. 


þ 
1 
1 


Some genius dire! me, or d — 

Or elſe J may chance to chooſe 

You're part of the goods of Palemon u. = 
I give you to whom you kay” 


s ON cexcry. 


Sung in The Chaplet. 


e 1 1 chat my perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a clown can diſcover; | 
That 3 your ſenſes alarm ing. 
Proves what a dull thing is a lover. 


I'll quit the dull plains for the city, . 
Where beauty is follow'd by merit: 
Your taſte, ſim le Damon, I 187 3 5 
7 Your wit who would wih to inherit? 2 


rt Gi pop pple 
| m . 
Bb o 4 ! 
7 charms will Proeure me another, 


5 : RO. Inver 


af, 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 215 


I ne' er was more pleas'd, I aſſure vou; 

(How odious they look ! I can't bear em !) 
I wiſh you much joy of your fury; 

(My rage into eee could tear em !) 


- 


SONG CCXCV. 


Sung by Mr. BAR D, and Mrs. VerNON, in 
The Chaplet. 55 


Damon. 

oN TEN TED all day I will fit at your ſide, 
(3 Where A far ſtretching o er- arch the cool 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their 
The thruſh and the m contend i in their ſong. 


While 1 you are but bur bym _ no — I fear; 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſ. my Damon 1s near ; 


Bound on, ye blithe 7 5g now your gambols mop 


pleaſe, 


For my ſhepherd 38 kind, and wy heart is at — 


For my 2 — &c. 
en nne. 

Ve virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, | 

The wiſh of each heart, and the theme of each lay; 

Ne'er yield to the ſwain till he make you a wife, | 


For he who loves truly will take- 8 _ 
For he who, Ke. 


Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the 


W. 
Tis yours to relieve, not t0 add to their care, | 


216 THE B R E NT; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 


Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're- born to defend, 
Nor betray, &c. 


Bare. 
For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd; / 
Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found : 7 
Be their moments all gaided by virtue and truth, 4 
To pot A in their age what they gain'd in their 
out 
To ene in their age what they gain di in their = 
youth, £ 


. . | 4 
CCC T 
The POWER of NATURE. - 

| Set by Mr. Long. 


"7 HERE virtue encircles the fair, 
| There lilies and roſes are vain ; 
Each bloſſom muſt drop with deſpair, 
Where innocence takes up her reign: 
No gaudy embelliſhing arts 
The fair-one need call to her aid, 
Who kindly by nature imparts 
The graces that nature has made. 


The ſwain who has ſenſe, muſt deſpiſe 
Each coquettiſh art to enſnare ; 
If timely ye'd wiſh to be wiſe, 
Attend to my counſel, ye fair; 
Let virgins whom nature 1 bleſt, 
Her ſovereign dictates obey ; 
For beauties by nature expreſt 
Are beauties that never decay. 


— 


mr] , — — = 


S2 > wt > 


js 5 EO SONG 
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SONG Cexcvu. 
: Sung at Ranelagh. 
LEXIS, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind, 


Has often declar'd 1'm the nymph to his mind: 


I think he's ſincere, and he will not deecive ; 


But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution believe. 


He brought me this roſe that you fee in of kei gh 
He begg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reft : 

I cou'd not do leſs than the favour receive; 
And he thinks it now fweeter, I really believe. 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you : 
How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the view ! 


'Twould fade if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe muſt 


concave _ 
was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends.: if they ray from the plain, 


Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to . f 
Then begs, a dear kiſs fer his labour I'll give; 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe ; 
And tells me ſweet ſtories from morning to eve; 


Then he ſwears that he loves, which I really beliere. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die; 

But that was befere Pd this ſwain in my eye: 
And as ſoon as he aſks me bis pain *. "4 | 
With joy 1 ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


L _ 00 
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SONG. CCXCVIN. 


Sung by Mrs, C1BBER, in The Oracle. 


OULD you with her you love be bleſt, 
Ye lovers, theſe inſtructions mind, 


_ Conceal the paſſion in your breaſt, 
Be dumb, inſenſible and blind: 

But when with gentle looks you meet, 
And ſee the artleſs bluſhes riſe, 

Be filent, loving, and diſcreet; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the maid ſincere, 


Where virtue 1s with beauty join'd ; 
Then boldly. like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind: 
Pour forth the tranſports of your heart, 
And ſpeak your ſoul without diſguile ; 
*Tis fondneſs, fondneſs muſt impart ; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


Tho! pleaſing, fatal is the ſnare, _ 
That till entraps all womankind ; 
Ladies, beware, C wiſe, take care, 
Be deaf, inſenſible and blind? 
But ſhould ſome fond deſerving youth 
Agree to join in Hymen's ties, 


Be tender, conſtant, crown his truth ; 


The Oracle no more implies, 


8 O:N:G:::CCXCIX;: - | 
Sung by Mr. BEA D. Set by My, Howard, 
E that a cuckold is, let it not grieve bim; 
Far in his wants there is one to relieve him; 
He may ſleep quietly when his wife's wakin 
And may be free from care, void of pains-taki 
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Or, ENGLISH SVYVRE N. 2. 
And his condition is not to be ſcornedl, = 
Czſar and Pompey were both of them horned. | 


The captain upon the ſea prays for fair weather, 
While his wife and his mate fail both together; 
Star-gazing on her back, at the moon's motion, 
While the poor cuckold 1s at his devotion ; 

Yet his condition 1s not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The merchant upon the ſea ſearching for treaſure, - | 
What tho? his merchandize be out of meaſure ; 1 
Yet, if he kiſs a girl, while he is ranging, 

His wife repays him, a bill of exchange, in : 
But his condition is not to be ſcorned, *þ 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. ' 


The greateſt lawyer, that ever was ſent us, 
Often returns his wife, Non e inventus ; 

And though he never ſo wiſe in his place is, 1 
She will ſtill find that a flaw in his caſe is: : bh 
Yet his condition 1s not to be ſcorned, - 1 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


The greateſt ſtateſman, that e'er was applauded, 
Need not to laugh at a citizen horned ; 
For, if *tis true, as in ancient relations, 
The city-dames ſtill obey the court-faſhions : 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, - 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 
* While the poor parſon with zeal is expounding, 
Telling ee their ſins are bonding j 1 
Some one, perhaps, pays his tythes to his wife, 
Heedleſs „rules for amendment of life: 
vet his condition is not to be fcorned,  _ 
; Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 
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Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain 


222. THE IB R E NMT: 


You that are cuckolds, let this be yqur comfort, 
There are few others between this and Rumford: 


Brethren all in a row, ſhake hands together, 


And never diſdain to wear the bull's feather; ' 
For your condition is not to be ſcorned, ; 


Ceefar and Pampey were both of them horned,” 


U. L 6.6 36 eee 
| Sung in Lethe. eee s 5 

E mortals, whom ſane ies and troubles perpler, 

Whom ſolly miſguides, and infirmities uvex; 

Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt j || 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe pair, yo ü 

Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your ente; 

Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your car. 


as oſt; ae lA ww tad 


And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 5 
The rake ng 6 how la night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy*tt - 
Obey then the ſummons; to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


* 
* 


The wife at one dranght may forget all her wants, 


Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants j 


The me ee fol away, 
And yeſterday's Mretch be quite happy to- day- 
Obey then the ſuramona, to Lethe 556 oY 

Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your car; 
Drink deep of the fream, and forget all your cart. 


£35491 414 3 254 nw * — * 
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Pour) 14G: NG COCT. 
Surg by Mr. Lows. Set by Mr. Baildon. 
W HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeeu, 
He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien, 
He lightly. regarded her air and her mien: 
| 'The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
* Not warm as à lover, but eool as a friend; 
From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did move, 
And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love, 
And he boaſted his heart was a ſtranger to love. 


. New charms he difcover'd, as more ſhe was known; 
1 Her face grew a wonder, her taite was his own, 


Her face, &0. ; | | | 2 | 

Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And ev'ry dear virtue beam'd forth in her mind; 
e; Still, M11 for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 
t, Till a figh gave the omen, and ſhow'd it was love, 
; Till a ſigh, &c, 


L Now, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the fair, 

) Grows dull to all re, but being with her, 

"4 Grows dull, . re oy 387 | 

-] He's mate, till his heart-ſtrings are ready to break; 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak: ; 

\ And wanders a willing example to prove, 

{ That friendſhip with woman 1s fiſter to love, 

( That friendſhip, &c. FT ; 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence ; 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe, 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe, 
His paſſion nor wrinkles nor age can allay, 
vince founded on that which can never decay; 

And Time, that ſhall Beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
Increaſing ber reaſon, increaſes his love, 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love. 
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SONG CCCH.. 
Sung by Mrs, VINCENT. 


E T' me wander not urſeen | 
By hedge-row elms on hillocks green; 
There the ploughman, near at hand, | 
Whiltles o'er the furrow'd land ; 
And the milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe ; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecs ſound 
To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. _ 
F 
$0 .N'G ceem. : 
"2 Set Ey Dr. Arne. ; 
NA fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray 
| The little wand'rer Joſt her way 
In gath'ring flow'rs tne other day; bogs” 
Poor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillis, 
Ah! lead her home, ye gentle ſwains, 
Who know an abſent lover's pains, 


And bring her ſafely o'er the plains ; 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, | 
Conceive what tortures rack my mind ; 
And, if you'll be fo juft and kind, 
Vil give you certain marks to find 
My Phillis, &c. 
Whene'er a charming form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, 


4 
a 
| 


| And mildly gay, it muſt be ſhe; 


„is Phillis, Ke. 


Not 


PS. nd 


Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mien: 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 223 


Not boldly bare, nor half undreſt, 


But under cover ſlightly preſt, 
In ſecret plays the Tinelo reaſt 
Of Phillis, &c. 
When ſuch a heav'nly voice you hear, 


As makes you think a Dryad ncar, 


Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear; 
*Tis Phillis, &c. | 


The nymph, whoſe perſon, void of art, 


Has ev'ry grace in ev'ry part, 
With murd'ring eyes, yet harmleſs heart, 
s Phillis, Ke. . 
Whoſe teeth are like an iv'ry row, 
Whoſe ſkin is like the cleareſt ſnow, 
Whoſe face like —nothing that I know, 
Is Phillis, xc. 2 85 
But reſt, my ſoul, and bleſs your fate: 
The Gods, who form'd a piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo complete, 
As Phillis, &c. | 
Proud of their hit in ſuch a flow'r, 


Which ſo exemplifies their pow'r, 


Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous hour, 
My PLillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


©... ON-6 CO.” 
Sung by Mr. Lows. Set by Mr. Arne. 


I Seek not at once in a female to find 


1 The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind; | 
Let the fair one I love have but prudence in view, 
That, tho” ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true; 

Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 


L 4 By 
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By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity led, — 
Nor indebted to paint, —nor indebted to paint, 
For white or for red, — for white or for red. q 


May her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at ajef, 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt : 

May her humour the tafte of the company hit, 

Not affetedly wile, nor too pert with her wit: 

Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 

And Vil lobe her for ever, —I'Il love her for ever, 
—I mean, if I can, -I mean, if I can. : 


HOPE. A Paſtoral. Se by Mr. Arne. 
banks are all forniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to fleep ; 

My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 5 

Such health do my fountains beſtow; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 75 
I have found where the wood - pigeons breed; 

But let me that plunder forbear; 
She ' ſay twas a barbarous deed, 

For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, | 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

] lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 

Such tenderneſs, ke. 


But 


ENGLISH. sT N. 225 


But where does m y Pbyllida ſtray „ 
And where are rots and Rl bow” is 2 | 
Are the groves and 92 valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle, as ours.? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their 1 is not OR to mine. 


8 ON docpi. ; 
A”: in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
he 


The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
n black-ey'd Suſan came wy board, 1 
Oh! where ſhall I my true- love find? g 
Tell me; — tell me true, , 
If my ſweet William fails heme your c crew 1 


William, as hi ard, 
Rock'd by the b to l n 
Soon as her well-known vazce he 
He ſigh'd and caft his eyes below 5" 


The cord ies fwiſtly thro” his glowing wa.” 
And quick as lightning on he deck he he ſtands. 


60 the ſweet lark. high-pois's in n, ba 
Shuts cloſe his pihzons to his real... 
If chance his mate's gill voice he der. 
And drops at once inte her neſt. 
The noble in che Britiſh feet 
IP envy Winne s lips 1 thoſe 1 W By 


Ls  _ "OSufan! 
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O Suſan! Suſan ! lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again. docs S624 þ 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, . . 7 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind ; 
They'll tell thee ſailors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoc'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, _ 4 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 

Thy breath 1s Afric's ſpicy gale; 

Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: 

Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, / 

Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho” cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms _ 
William ſhall to his dear return: | 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board;  _ 

They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lily hand, 


SONG 
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SONG CCCVI.. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR b, at Ranelagh. 


HE breed came forth frae the barn, 
And ſhe was ditting her cheeks ; ; 
How can I be married ry. ry „ 
That ha” neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 
That ha? neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering tooo s? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en reet muckle to do. | 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw; 
And was ſhe not very weell off, 
To be woo'd and merry'a and aw 5 


What is the matter? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be ſcant o'claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the fleas. 
The ſummer is coming on, 

And we's get pickles a WoO; bs. 2 
We's fee a laſs of our ain, An! 
And ſhe'll ſpin blankets endo-). 

Woo'd and marry'd, e. 


: Then up ſpake the breed's mother; £3 J0 bib F 

The deel ſtick aw this preed ! a 

I had ne a plack in my pocket, £4 GeV 

The day I was made a bree. 

My gown was linſy-winſey, yr, 
And ne'er a fark at aw; e 

And you ha“ gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 
 Woo'd and marry'd, &c, 


0 e | Then 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came in frae the plough: _ 

Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And ye'ſe get geer enou 


And our brawd baſſen yade, 

To lade your corn in harveſt: 
What wad you ha' you jade? 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


As he came hence frae the kye : 
| Wolly wou'd ne'er ha? had you, 
| Had he known you, as weel as 1; 
For you're baith proud, and ſavcy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; 

Gin I ne'er ha 2 better than you, 
I'ſe ne'er ha“ ane in my life. 

| Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fiſter, - 
4s ſhe ſat down by the we ; 
O gin I married to-neet, 
Tis aw that I'd deſire: | 
_ But I, pure girl, muſt live ſingle, | 
And do the beſt I can; 
J did not care what came © me, 
80 I had but a gude man. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marr:'d and woo'd and a: 
And was the not very weell off, 


2 THB BRENT; 
The ftirk that gans in the tether, 


Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 531 | 


„ N 543% >; 


To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? | 
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SONG CCCVIT.: 
The Wards by Mr. Pope. 


APPY the man whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 


Is his own ground: 


Whoſe bends with milk, whoſe: fields with bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire ; * 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him _— 
In winter fire. 


B'eſt, who can unconcern'dly find, | 
Hours, days, and years, flide t away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 


Quiet by day, 


Sound * by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix q, ſweet recreation, 

And innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
With meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown ; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 4 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
Tell where 1 lie. 


38 ON G Cock. 4%, 
Sung by Mis Ba.enT, at Ranelagh. 


H! what joys does conqueſt yield 
O When, Paco — comics ed, 


In triumphant ſtate we ſee 
The ads wy crown'd with victory! 


Laure! 


„ 

Laurel wreathes his head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the wind; 

Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 

| Ev'ry voice in chorus join'd ; 

| i All uniting to proclaim | 

g Th immortal honours of his name. 


ChE SIE IEEE II tr bb bb b bb bb hb ttet 
SONG - CCCX,- 
Sung in The Repriſal. 


ROM the man whom I love tho? my heart I 
diſguiſe, 

I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 

And if he has ſenſe bat to ballance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 

And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, | 

He wall ſure take the hint from the picture J draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 
In courage a hind, in conceit a e 

A peacock, &c. 


As a vulture rapacious, in 1 a fox; F- 

W Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks ; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 
nin miſchief an ape, and in Veen Þ a dog. 


Az a tyger, &c, © » 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 

8 His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather : 
Vet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, | 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw, 
Vet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ftraw, 

| He will ſure take the hunt from the picture I draw, 


SONG 
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SONG CCCXI. 


Sung ty 11 BEN. The Words and Muſic 
| by Dr. Arne. 


YMPH 8 and ſhepherds, come away, 
Wantorr in the ſweets of May ; 

Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 

Wanton as the bounding fawns : 

Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away. 


REI III SEES $$ +> 
SONG CCCXIL, | 
Sung by Mi/s BaenT, in The Jovial Crew. 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


HE ladies look gay when of beauty they boaſt, 
And miſers are envy'd when wealth is in- 
creas'd ; 
The vapours oft kill all the j joys of a toaſt, 
And the miſer's a wretch when he pays for the feaſt, 


The pride of the preat, of the rich, of the fair, 
May pity beſpeak, but _ can't move; 
My thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 
No more my fond heart is n | 
Than = content, and the man that I 
ove. \ 


SONG CCCXIIL. F 


The LUCKY FAL IL. Se by Dr. Arne. 


Band of Cupid's t'other day 
Were 1 in a myrtle grove, 
Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh play, 
They made a match to rove ; 1 
8 mm 
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1 But where ?” cry'd one (the cock of 0 - 
Let's fix upon a place: = 

% Hang Paphos, and 2 hall; 
] vote for Chloe's face. 


No ſooner ſaid, than off t Tk 
And gathering round the fair, 

As ſwarms of bees on flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there ; 


Some on her lips, her noſe, and works * 


A ſcore on either cheek, 


While fifty to her eyes went i in 


To play at hide and ſeek. 


5 e 


But gravity itſelf muſt mile, 
The wranglers to have heard, 

F or place diſputing all the while, 
Tho” each his own preferr'd: _ 

Till chancing from, her lips' to flide, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 


And creeping down, in triumph ery'd, 


3 „Who's s,naw the heſt : E 
Wed enen eee 


SONG c MV. 


er by Mijs BRENT, in the Opera of * 


Thence to diſcern rough induſtry 
*Tis where my ſons their crop have ſawn, - 


HO'd know-the lverts of li 


is to climb the mountain — 


At the harrow or the plo-W: {Aud | 


r . 
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'Tis where the heart to truth ally'd, 

Never felt unmanly fear; 

'Tis where the eye, with milder pride, 
Nobly ſheds weet pity's tear, | 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee; _ 
Theſe are the ſweets of * 


BONG cccxv. 


Is the Serenata of Solomon. Sang by Mrt, Vince, 
at Marybone. Set by'Dr. rn. fs 


ALMY ſweetneſs ever flowing, 
From her dropping lip difuls z ; 
Flowers on her cheeks are blowing; 
15 mn her 2 pk 1 thrills 
yrs 0? er Tae 1CCS ing, 
Waſting ſweets Bn Ss ew dne, 
Sick' ning ſenſe with 8 Qvying, 
Breathe not half ſo ſweet as he. 


$44 4-4-4: 4488 60 N G CCCXVL. ? 
A 3 Cax TATA. Set by Dr. Pepulch, 


ReciTarive. 

EE! e the ſilent grove Alexis flies, | 
k And ſeeks with ev'ry mp, | 1 
To eaſe the pain which love byes 

Created in his heart: 
To ſhining theatres he now repairs, 
To learn SCamilla's moving airs, 
Where thus to mufic's * ſwain addreſs'd his 

pray 1 


Alk. 
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A 

Charming ſounds, that ſweetly languiih ; 
Muſic, oh, compoſe my anguiſh! 

Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee, 

Ev*ry paſſion yields to thee : 
Pheebus, quickly then relieve me, 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me; 

III to ſprightlier joys be free, 

Fl to ſprightlier joys, be free. 


REeciTarTive. 
Apollo heard the fooliſh ſwain ; 

He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak, t 'aſſuage an am'rous pain, 
His own harmonious voice had prov'd, 
And all his healing herbs how vain : 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking rings, 

Preluding to his ice, and ſings. 


Alx. 
Sounds; tho? charming, can't relieve thee; 
Do not, ſnepherd, then deceive thee ; 
Muſic is the voice of love, 
Muſic is the voice of love: 
| If the tender maid believe thee, 
Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 
Will alone thy pain remove, 
Will alone thy pain remove. 


1 eee 


SONG CCCXVIL. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Ser by Dr. Arne. 


Search'd the fields of ev'ry kind, 
The faireſt flow'rs J choſe, 
And ſent them in a wreath to bind 
My Rofalinda's brows, 
My Roſalinda's brows. 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 23; 


Here hyacinthus, ting'd with blood, 
In purple beauty glows ; 

There, burſting from the {ſwelling bud, 
Appears the bluſhing roſe, 
Appears the bluſhing roſe. 


Here violets of purple hue, 
Chaſte lilies white as ſnow, 
Narciſſuſes that drink the dew, 
And near the fountain blow, 
And near the fountain blow. | 
To boaſt thy charms when crown'd with thole, 
| Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous maid ! 
Thy face, that blooms ſo like the roſe, 
Like that, alas ! will fade, 
Like that, alas! will fade. 


S 0 N G CCCXVIII, 
Sans in Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne. 


RISE, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 
A With thy mild beams this iſle adorn ; 
For, long as ſhepherds pipe and play, 
This, this ſhall be a holiday. [ 


See ! morn appears; a roſy hue 
Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient blue: 
Well are we met in trim array, 
To frolic out this holiday. 


Each nymph, be like the bluſhing morn, 
That gaily brightens o'er the lawn; 
Each ſhepherd, like the ſun be gay, 

And grateful keep this holiday. 


SONG 


$ONG CCCXIX.. 
The TEMPEST. of WAR. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall- Gardens. 
1 the tempeſt of war | 


Be heard from afar, 
With trumpets* and cannons! alarms: 
Let the brave, if they wall, 
By their valour or {kill, | 
3 Seek honour and conqueſt in arme. 


If 
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Jo live fafe, and retire, 0 
Ils what I deſire, 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſleſt ; 
| For i in them I obtain | 
True peace without pain, 


And the laſting enjoyment of reſt: 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, | 
| From all interruption at eaſee,,;, 
In a peaceable life, i 
Io be bleſt with a wife, | 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. 


$ONG c k. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


YRTILLA, demanding the aid of my pen, 
M To tell what of her were the. \ FaOaghts 1 
the men, 
Inſiſted for once I would alter my ane, : 
And write panegyrics as well as lam 
With candor deicribing the woman Pee, "5 Is 
When 1 ſeal from my glaſs, to Myrtilla ng tea, 


if 


If 


| Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit forego 


©,, $7 4 6445 *% 0 5 | 
Thus loving we live; and thus loving &jby3; © 
No-deceit here diſtracts, no deba 3 
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If the eyes ſweet employ to the ſqul give delight, 
And beauty's an object engaging to light; _ 
How kind/is my fair one, whoſe ſtudies confeſs, 
Her aim, is at nature's amendment in dreſs ! . 
Tho? oft” in the ſtructure, miſtaking the plan, 
She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhou'd give leatire to man. 
When I hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 
Her good- humour d prattle is maſic: to me; 


His cell and high views, for that heaven below: 
But when for a trifle with anger grown bold, 
Her words are but diſcord, her kiſfes are cold. 


Like dew-to the flow'rs is love to mankind ; 
Each ſenſe's enjoyment in woman. we find, 
Unleſs affectation, that Hane to the fair, 
Unfetters the heart they attempt to enſnare: 
Let nature the ſcience of pleating anne.” 
A charm ill-diſplay d foon becomes a defect. 


8 0 N 8 ; COOLEST. #£ * 54% 
Sung by M.., CHAMPNES, in the Feral nme 
Areadia. Set by My a Battifhill, ST 


eee. . by: . firj 4 $ 
A Fond father's bliſs is to number his race, 
1 And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on their 
ae 62h A | - 
With their pratt]e_he'll daily himſelf entertain, 11 
And read in their ſmiles their loy'd Drone ng 
Men of pleaſures, be mute; this is life's lovely view; 
When we look ap. our young. ones, our Auth we 
renew. | hou 3% F4 | , Trey KBS 


N ndr 
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From the May-morn of youth to winter's white age, 
Hand in hand with contentment we ſing mea life's 
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ſtage; 


And when death bids us ſtop, we end eaſy our ſong, 


Then give the 174 0 thanks Ont we've 


To courts be 


Till wma? birds di 


long. 


SONG CCCXXIL 

May Eve; or, KATE of ARERDEEN. 

Sang by Miſs PoiLy YounG, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 


| To wanton with the winding ſtream, 


And kiſs reflected light: 


ne! heart-ſoothin flee 
Where ode ſo ſeldom been, * 


Whilſt 1 May' s wakeful vigil keep 


With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 


In primroſe chaplets gay, 


Till morn unbars her golden gate, 


And gives the promis'd May: 


The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 


The promis'd May,. when ſeen, 


Not half ſo fragrant, half fo fair, 


As Kate of 2 berdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, | 


And rouſe yon n cing 8 grove, 


end their throats, | 
lee 4 


iv'd well ſo 
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ze, At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
C's And quits the new-dreſs'd green; 
Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 
5 »Tis Kate of Aberdeen. * 
I 8 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 
* Where elves diſportive play, | 
The feſtal dance young ſhe _ } lead, 

Or ſing their love-tun'd hs: 

Till May in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin-queen; 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
6 Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


SONG CCCXXIII. | 
LA MEILLEURE MEDICIN. 
IC K of the town, fair Delia flew 
To contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great : 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor; 
All theſe ſhe had—'twas mighty well ; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy world again 1 
She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 

Eaſe for imaginary pain, 3 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: 

Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 

By turns her fickle fancy fill; 

The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r ; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething ſtill. 
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Cities and groves by turns were w he ; 
"Twas a e fair, an idle tale; 

Delia at lengt became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale : 

Behold, at once the gloom was clear'd; 
Damon was kind; — and __ that hour 


Each place a paradife ap 
And Dehia wanted ox vor 


| FFA 


SONG COC XV. 
The JOYS of HARYAST. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


OW pleaſure unbounded reſounts o'er Age 6 


plains 
And 'brightegs the. fmiles.of the damiels and: ſwaing, 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt cps 
And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong : 
Poſleſs'd of the plenty that bleffes the year, 


_ Bleak winter's Ne Oy they behold without fear, 
And when tempe 


Enjoy what chey have, and ne'er languiſh for more. 


s rattle and hurricanes roar, 


Dear Chloe, ſrom them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe every moment of life as it flies ; 


Gay youth is the ſpring-rime, which all muſt i im- 


prove 


For ſummer to ripen an harveft, of love: 


Our hearts then a provident care ſhould en engage, 
To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter o 


Whoſ. frowns ſhalt diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame i in 1 boſom, and pall gv'ry joy. 


A 


++ 
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SONG c ; 
Sung by Mr Lows. 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 
To 'ſcape from her charms, and to drown em 
in wine; S. i 3! | 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and fill love in my heart. 


| repair'd to my reaſon, - intreated her aid, 

Who paus'd on my caſe, 2 each circumſtance 
weigh'd ; 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my prayer, 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, Pve no peed to-be caught ; 45 
| came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 

To find _ with Hebe, would forfeit my dame. 


0 4 


What hoy then, alas H of relief from my pain, 
While, like light' ning, ſhe darts thro each throb- 
5 80 bing vein ? 
My ſenſes. ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 
And reaſon a ont rr e 


SONG Cccxxvi. 


FEMALE ADVICE. 8 Mr. Burtiſbil 


URSUING beauty, men deſctry ß, 
The diſtant ſhore, and long to Prove, 


Still richer in variet 


Sl ice e bars, 
* | We 


We women, like weak Indians, 252 bs 
Inviting from our golden coa | 
The — ring rovers to our land; 
But ſhe who trades with them is loft, 


With humble vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing unſeen into the heart; 

But, by poſſeſſion ſettled in, 5 
They quickly act another part. 


For beads and baubles we reſign 
In 1gnorance our ſhining ſtore, 
Diſcover nature's richeſt mine 
And yet the tyrants will have more. 


Ye fair, take heed, forbeze to tr 
How men can court, or you e won; 3 
For love is but diſcovery; 

When that is made, the pleaſure's dons. 


FFP 
SONG o x XVI. 


AS TE, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, | 
To ſoft Elyſian gales ; i 
From ſmoke to filin ing ſkies repair, 
And ſun-illumin'd vales : Vets one 0 
No ſighs, no murmurs, haunt the grove, 
But bleſſings crown the plains „ 
Here calm Contentment, heav'n- born maid, 
And Peace, the cherub, reigns.  _ 


O come! for thee the roſes bloom, 
The deep carnation groẽwsas; 
For thee ſwee: vPlets'breathe perfume, 
The white-rob'd * IE} Fi 26 
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For thee their ſtreams the Naiads roll, | 
The daiſied hills are gay, 
Where (emblems of Amelia's ſoul) 
The ſpotleſs lambkins play. 


From vale to vale the Ze hyrs rove, 


To rob th” unfolding ow'rs ; 
And muſic melts in ev'ry grove, 
To charm thy rural hours ; 
The warbling lark, high- poiz'd iu . 
Exerting all his pride, 
Will ſtrive to va Amelia fair, 
Who n all beſide. 


SONG Cccxxvil _ 
JENNY. of the GREEN. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


7 HILE others ftrip the new- fall'n ſnows, 
And ſteal its fragrance from the roſe, | 
To dreſs their fancy's queen; 


Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, 


All muſic's powers to weak to paint 


My Jenny of the Green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide this 8 


How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 


And told my tale unſeen! | 
While, faithful-in the lover's cauſe, 
The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 

To Jenny of the Green. 


With joy my ſoul reviews * day. | 
When, deck'd in all the pride of: May, ie; 
"00 hail'd the Ls 8 $. © 401-504 16 2 


Then 
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Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and gale _ 
Of Jenny of the Green, 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 
On me ſhe caft her partial eye, 

Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien; 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 

Of Jenny of the Green, 


Through all the fairy land of love 
I'll ſeek my pretty wand”ring dove, 

The pride of gay fifteenz; k 
Though now ſhe treads ſame diſtant plain, 
Though far apart, I'll meet again | 

My Jenny of the Green. 


| But thou, old Time, till that bleſs'd night 
'That brings her with ſpeedy flight, 

Melt 4 the hours between; 5 

And when we meet, the loſs repay, 


W | On dit ring wing prolong my ſtay 


With Jenny of the Green, 


K ES EEEEES 
SONG CCCXXIX, 
| Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. 
VE warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To chear me your harmony bring; 
_ Unleſs, ſince 2 is gone, 
| You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing: 
Each flowet declines its ſweet head, 
| Nor odours atound me will throw, 
While-ev'ry ſoft lamb 6n/the-thead © = 
Seems kindly to pity my x || 
„Et 4 N 


ach 
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Each rural amuſement I try 
In vain to reſtore my palt cafe ; 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to pleaſes © 
Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, 
Not long for your abfence we mourn ; 
But Strephon ne colets me and love, 
He roves, and will never return. 


As gay as the ſprin y dear, 
Fo ſweet in Fatal combin'd ; ' 


| _ ſmiles like the ſummer can chear, 


Ah! why then, like winter, n! ? 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, | 
But tender to others can be; as 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, e hf 
And only is cruel to me. 


SONG . 3 

: Sune ur Rantlagh. | 15 

| Told my nymph, I told her true, | 
My fields were ſmall, my 1 ſew; 


While fault'ring accents ſpoke my 
That Flavia might nor prove deere. 


Of 2 deftroy'd by vernal cold. 

And v mo ſheep that left my fold, © 

Of theſe hone, yet bore to wo | 
And was — Flavia then fincere bY 


How, chang * by fortune s fickle wind, 
The friends 81480 became unkind, 

She heard, ahd bed. a gen'rous 7565 * 
And | is not Flavia. then incere 5 


4 14 > : 
. How, 
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How, if ſhe deign'd my love tg. bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt. not hope for dreſs, . . 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere, 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains; 
Go reap the plenty of your plains: 
Deſpoil'd of all which you rerere, 

* * my Flavia's love's Andere. | 


; 8 0 N G cccxxxl. 
LOVE's ELEGY. Ser ty Mr. Battiſhill. 


Annw rt TR faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain; 

Who with fond hopes my heart bee, 

And fann'd love's kindling flame, 

Yet gave from me thy hand, this morn, | 
To Corydon's rich heir, 

Who with gay veſtments did adorn 

Thee, fall, yet beauteous fair. 


Adieu, my native ſoil ; ye vales, 
High woods, and tufted hills: 

1 ye groves and flow'ry dies, wy 
Clear ſtreams and cryſtal rills : 

Adieu ; ye ag into my mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe ha Py days, 

When Iphis found Ianthe kind, 
And plexlare ſtrew'd his ways. $. 


Ere dawn m ray homely ſtep ſteps Ill bend, By f. 
: | 


Where diſtant mountains riſe, 


In hopes that reaſon there may ſend” 1 
That aid ſhe here dekjes; 2D 36 
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That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my breaſt, 
Which, while ſhe there maintains a pa, 
Can never taſte of reſt, 


2 SS eee 


| SON G  CCCXXXII. 
RETIREMENT, Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


| CAREWELL the ſmok town, adieu 
++ 2 Each rude and ſenſual joy; 
Gay, fleeting leaſures, all untrue, 
That in pole ſon clo. 


a Far from the garniſh'd ſcene I'll fly, 
Where Folly keeps her court, 
To wholeſome, ſound philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural ſport, 


How __p y is the humble cell, 

_ How leſt the deep retreat, 
Where ſorrow's billows never vell, - 

Nor paſlion's tempeſts beat ! 


But ſafely, thro? the ſea of life, 

Calm reaſon wafts us oer, | 

Free from ambition, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
To death's eternal ſhore. 


— A IHAESHS S240 544 
SONG CCCXXXIIL ooh 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D. 
HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laß, 
1 11 quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
glaſs; 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own ; 


And, 1 you don't like them, why—let them alone. 
it 2 M 4 _ Altho? 
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Altho? I have left her, the truth P11 deche: fer 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm fore ſhe was fair: She 
But goodnefs and charms in a bumper I ſee,” Ba 
That make it as good and as charming as ſhe. Wi 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own: III 
But, tho' ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could I Sd 
freenet M A ee $64: 7 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, dl 
Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


* 


17 r na an bt 8, fe 8s hs nt 

Fer lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime; 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 

But in wine, from its age, fuch a benefit flows, 

Fan td 2 1355 

That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell mes my love would in time have been 

| cloy' 5 1 5555 SY» 1 | 
And that beauty's inſipid when ance tis #2j0y'd 1 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy; 

For the longer I drink, the. more-thirſky am J. 


1,-t marders, and battles, and hiſtory | fove 

Ihe miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends; 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 
She tod might have poiſon'd the joy of my life 
With nurſes, and babies, and fi e ſtriſe: 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring; 
And a big- belly d bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 
It brings on dileaſss, and haſtens old a fe 
But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 
grave. 2, 2211828 x6 


Perhaps, | 


R . 
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Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
te hs bear 10 get an me or lord 9 Nis 
But my bumper (regarding nor title or 1 
Will Zafer ma e e DYTAE. 


Iden let dear Chloe no longer complain; 
uld If She's rid of her lover, and Jof my pain: 
x For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 
Should you Joubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try. 


6666666600666 6000660000000 000 | 
We Þ & > > © > + « 
Set E Mr. Howard. 


HE blitheſt bird that ſings in May, | 
en Was ne'er more blithe, was ne'ex more 827. 

Than I, ah well-a-day! + 
Than I, ah well-a-day ! | 8 

Ere Colin yet had learn'd to bgh, 

Or I to gueſs the reaſon why, 
Oh love, ah well-a-day ! 
Oh love, ah well-a-day !” 


we kid, we toy'd, we neither knew | 
s, fiom whence theſe fond endearments , 
Till he, ah well. a- day! 
Till he, Ke. | 
By time and other ſwains nds wiſe, | 
Began to talk of hearts and eyes, 5 „ 
And love, ah bk 1 


Lind nature now/ wen Coli's pat 3 e 
My eyes inform'd - Lotte . of 
RA 
| My heart, &e. EE 
Ip 17 - M 6 Strait 


A 
9 


N - — 9 - 
— * — — — 


1 


—ü— — — 1 — — 
— r ͤ EI 
— — — 22 
5 
—— 
— — - ' 
— 4 3 : — 
” — 
7 
= - 
_ - ; 


l ts - —— — 
— ore gens 


n » - by i <P, 8 5. A. — w=_ 7 1 a 
= * Pa —— — — « « — — — any — : — — n 
— — — m — — - - — 4 — * a . 
— p — = — — nd — > 2 — = "7 . \ _ 2 ' — 
. % ———_—_ - eV 8 * * „ . 1 — — — — g — l — — 
n — * 2 5 _— — 
8 * in — — Re 3 — ag — _ 
—ęH.—— ñ — ñ ̃ — —— — — — . : * J 
* N 28 - 7 : 
a * 9 — 1 
4 . — — — mig 22 
— * 4 2 Ie Ty i gs — —— r * N 5 2 
— 3324 4 * — — ä — 2 2 - . A — * 5 . 
- — p — — — 2 > . 2 — * 
— — — —— ov Vee — rg Ba —— - - : — g Y 
— 2 — — 2 -D . : — * . N 
- ; 
. 


— — 1 nc IR 4 - 
* - — CR — 

" — if TR ” — 

— a — —— — 


— — 


— 
_— r 


Strait Ty with thrilling en, 3 
And echo'd back each gentle en 
Each ſigh, 'ah well-a-dayt ß; 
Each ſigh, kee. 5 
Can love, alas! by words be won? 

He aſk'd. a proof, a tender one, 

While J, ah well-a-day ! 

While I, ah well-a-day ! 

In ſilence bluſn'd a fond reply: 

Can ſhe who truly loves deny ? 

'Ah, no, ah ela- da?. 
Ah, no, ah well-a-day! 


8 O NG CCCXXXV. 
Sung in the Maſe of Alfred. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, | 
Aroſe, &c. * 

This was the charter, the charter of the kind, 
And guardian angels fung the firam? . _ 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be flaves. | 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, * 


Muſt, in their turns, * fall, 

Muſt in, &c. 

Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh erer 11 free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &, 


Still more majeftic ſhalt thou riſe, _ 
More dreadful from each forign ide 
More dreadſul, c. 
As the loud blaſt that tears the Kies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


9 
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Thee 4 
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Thee haughty tyrants ne'er mall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. 5 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous ne, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. | 


To thee belongs the rural reign, | 
Thy cities Fall with commerce e ſhine, 
Thy cities, &c. 5. 1 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſabject main, 
And ev*ry ſhore it circles, thine. 
Fy -- Rulez Britannia, &. | 


The Muſes, fill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coalt repair, 
Shall Du happy coaſt repair; | 
Bleſs'd ifle ! with beauties, with matchleſs be 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. | 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the bete \ 
For Britons never will be es. | 


s ON G cecxxxvi. 


. A Dawn of h foul revives, 
And iNN ee): ng 
If yet my deareſt Damon gives, 


Make him, ye gods, your care, | 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; F 
Oh ! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, MN 
And guide me to my love... I 


! . 
e 21 | Thus, 


e, 


T BE 0E}; 0 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly hade, 

The penſive Cælia mourn'd, , 

While courteous Echo lent her aid, 

And ſigh for ſigh return'd., 

When, ſudden, Damon's well-knowh fact 

Each riſing fear diſams . 

He eager ſprings to her embrace,  _ 

She ſinks into his arms, 

R „L LKK LA Nn 
SONG CCCXXXVIL 

Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Comus. Set 4 Dr. Arne. 


W OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 
Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er No ma ground, 
Lightly o'er the molly ground, 
Seitry Phœbus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er unny hillocks, fleep; 
While on the hyaeinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe, 
The fair does all alone repoſe: 

Y All alone; yet in her arms 2 
Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till, bleſt and bleſſimg, you ſhalt own, » 
The joys of love are joys 2 

The joys of love ure jéys alene 


2 


&:; 
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Or, ENGLISH STREN. 55 
s ON S οH WMV. 


Sung by Miſs. Brent, in CY 


Recirartave.' 
OW gentle was my Damon' 8 . ; 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 
His voice was like the nightingale va 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
How hard ſuck beauties to «va | 


*+ And yet that cruel taſk. is mine. 
How hard, &c. 


Ax. 

On evry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear couſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn,. and Damon is my theme: 

The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 


But Damon there I ſeek in vain ; 
The hills, &c. 


From hil}, from dale, each charm is fled ; 
Goran: flocks and fountains wary no more; 
Each flow'r in pity droops its — | 
All nature does my loſs deplore 
All, all reproach the faithleſs — 
Yet Damon ſtill I ak in vain; & 
All, all, 1 


SONG CCCXX XX. 

Sung in Comus. R 

HE wanton god who pierces hearts, 

Dips in gall his pointed darts 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy Wine, 

6 Roſy wine, roſy wine, 

| Who bathes the wound with 700 wine. 


ne. 


Farewel 
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Farewel lovers when they're cloy d.. 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 

To rid me of dull company; 
Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company. 


. 22 4 — * 
——̃ j ꝛ— 1 
= — — 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe; 
J love them much, but more my eaſe: | 
No jealous fears my love moleſt, Po 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt, 
Break wy reſt, break my reſt ; 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 
Why ſhould they cer give me pain, 

Who to give me joy diſdain ? 

All 1 hope of mortal man, 

Is to love me while he can, 

While he can, while he can; 

| Is to love me while he can. 


| SONG CCCXL, 
Sung at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Worgan. 


1 He's ever unhappy when I'm from his fight ; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go; ' 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo, ' 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide ; 
He. pipreagd he ings, tho' I frown and I chide : 
I bid him depart ;. but he, ſmiling, ſays No; 


The deuce, ce. 44. 
| He 


OU NG Colin proteſts Dm his joy and delight ; | 


Ine dence ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, . 


E 
I 
1 
\ 
F 


„ EE EEES 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 2355. 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve 

I aſk him; what favour he hopes to receive? 
His anſwer's a figh, while in bluſhes I glow: 
What mortal beſide him would, plague a maid ſo? 
What mortal, &. | 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the wake, 
Aud ſoftly entreated Pd wear for fis fake. : | 
Such trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 

I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, 

I Tas, .. Maine 1 05 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his intention I wiſh 1 could know, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo. 


SONG CCCXLI. 

Set by Dr. Artie. The Word: by Mr. Prior. 
8 Chloe came into the room t'other day, 

| peeviſh. began, Where ſo long could you ſtay? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour ; 
You promis'd at two, but look, child! tis four: 
A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels; | 
'Tis enough that 'tis loaded with baubles and ſeals : 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear, — | 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak z 
Here's an ugly hard rofe-bud falPn into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 


255 THE BRENT; _ 
On the left fide my breaft what a mark it has made l 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : 


Thar ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev * word I deſignꝰd to 2 


$ ON G, ccc. , #* 


HE N fret Malling 47 in OY 
The morning reſh, 19 imiling in 40 = he 
New gilds the ſmiling day; _ 
The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, | 
The fields all round are gaily dreſs'd : :- 
Ariſe, my love, and play, and play; 
Ariſe, my love, and play. wh: ! 


Come forth, my fair, come forth, brighe a maid, : 
And bleſs thy ſhepherd's fight ; «.;*1 
Come forth, 8 
Lend ev'ry folded flows thy aid, | | 
Unveil the roſe's bluſmin 1 5 | 5 | 
And give them ſweet = | 
And give, &c, 


Thy preſence makes all nature file, HWY boi 
Thoſe ſmiles your charms i improve ; ; 

Thy preſence, &c. '_ ved 2; - | 
Thy ftrains the liR ning birds be guile, | 8 4 | 
And, as invite, reward their toil, | 
And tune their notes to love, Ven 

And tune, &c. 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn-tree, | 
The flow'rs in wreaths Ill wine; | 
Beneath the fragrant hawthorn- tree, OP | 
The flow'rs in wreaths III wine; | 
F'er other eyes ye beauties ſe , 
Then on my brows adarn'd ſhall be; 
Thy happy fate be mine, = mine, 
Tby happy fate be mine. 


Kd r Ra. 


OP: ENGLISH SYREN. 297 
Pie 3 0 * CCCXLI: | aura 
Sung at Vauxhall. n 


— thinks mean her heart's love.to. 

eny, . 

And Peggy's ancaly when Harry's not 

] will own, WES bluſhing, were all bys worldby, | 
That Willys the lad, the lad for me, 
That Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


He brought me a wreath which his hand did com- 


le, 
Where "oy GENE ſy was 2 with the roſe; 
Young myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſe. 
And Willy's he Ma; the lad for me, * 
And Willy's, &. e 


By myrtle, ſaid he, is m Gon ares 4, 
The 4 like your lips, 1h vermilion is dreſi'd; 1 a 
And the lily for whicoad would vie with-your breaſt, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad * ns 115 
And Willy's, &c. | 


Theſe ribbands of mine were bis Pen, at * fair: 

My mother look d croſs, and cry'd, Fanny, beware ! 

But d'ye think I regard ber? Not 1, I declare. | 
has Willy's the Tad, the lad for me, | 
And Willy's, &c. 


Beneath a tall beech, and reclin'd on Ys craok,. 

I ſaw my young ber herd; how ſweet was his lk, | 

He aſk'd for one ki "but an hundred he took. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me,, + 
And Willy 5, ee. wag „ 


24 a ö * 
7 _ 4 Pi a 5 _ 
. - - F » ; 4 $4 4 4 
1 
502 


258 THE BRENT; 


Then what can I do, O inſtru me, ye maids, 
When a lovet fo kindly, fo warmly invades, 
Whoſe filence 25 much as his language perſuades, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad ar me. 1 


$ONG CCCXLIV. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


HEN the nymphs were contending for 
beauty and fame, 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her claim; ; 
And, to crown the high e dear conquel 
| excites, - 
At court ſhe was bd, and toaſted at White" 5, 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 


But how ſhall I whilp er this fair one's ſad caſe ? 
A cruel diſeaſe has dero d her ſweet face; 
Her vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red, 
And all the gay graces of beauty are fled, 

And all, &c. 


Take heed, all ye fair, leſt you BL in vain; 
For Sylvia, tho? alter'd from pretty to plain, 
Is now more engaging, ſince reaſon took Awe. | 
Than when ſhe polleſt the e of mo, 
Than when, &c. 


Convinc'd, ſhe no more can cogbette it, wad ware, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; 
Makes truth and diſcretion the guide of her life ; 
Tho? ſpoil'd for a' toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wife, 
Tho' ſpoil'd for a toaſi, ſhe's well form'd fer a wife. 


SONG 


ſor 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 255 
.$80NG CCCXLV: 
Sung by Mr. Lows. Set by Mr. Howard. 


Ems new-flown birds the ſhepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May ; 


: Come, Paſtorella, now the ſpring 


Makes ev'ry landſkip gay: 
Wide - ſpreading trees their leafy ſhade 
O'er half the plain extend, 


Or, in reflcQing fountains play'd, 


Their quiv*ring branches bend; 


Or, in re ecking fountains play'd, 
. Their -=_ ring branches wma 


Come: tafte the ſeaſon in its prime, | 
And bleſs the rifing year; | 
Oh! how my ſoul grows ſick of time, 
Till thou, my love, ear! 
Then ſhall T W the gladſome day, 

Warm. in thy. beauty's ſhine, 


When thy dear flock ſhall feed and May; 


And intermix with mine, 


When thy dear flock ſhall feed and play, 


And interinix, &Cc. 


For thes; of doves a milk. white pair 


In filken' bands I hold ; 


For thee a firſtling lambkin fir oh 


keep within the fold: 
If milk-winte doves Ach ptabeg meet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, 


My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, 


Be offer'd up with theſe; 
My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, 
Be offer d up with thelc. 


l ; | SONG 


— — . — an Os 
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s ON G CCCXLVI. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
o bleſt has my time been ! what days. har 
. I known, + 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage mode Jeſly wy own! | 
So joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, 


That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving. A pain. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we fray, 
Around us, our boys and girls frolie and play; 
How pleafing their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jelly + and me, 

And borrow, &c. 


To try her ſweet temper OO TWINE am I has” 

In revels all day with the nymphs of 2 Eren ; 
Tho' painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with e ane Nile. 
And meets, &c. 


What though on her ela BA role loſes its Jon 

Her eaſe and ae bloom all the year 
| through: 

Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to Ker truth, 

| Aud gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth 

And gives, Ke. 


ve ſhepherds ſo FSG , who cn 8 infere 
And cheat with falſe vows the too credal6us fair; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam! 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home; 
FD hold it for life, you muſt find it at ne. 


80NG 


ave 


1 


ay, 


i Thou haſt youth, and that's the time 


Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 


Only view that little deve, 


1 Hark ! that charming nightingale, 


| Sweetly tunes, &c. 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 


| 4 the time is thrown away, 


w 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 261 


SONG CCCXLVIL 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


NY LVIA, wilt thou waſte thy I nan 
Stranger to the joys of love 


Ev'ry minute to improve: 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton girls and boys 

founding in thy ear, 


Infant's prate and mother's j Joys 5 
Softly cooing to his mate; 

As a farther proof of love, 
See her for his kiſſes wait: 


As he flies from ſpray to 2 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous t 


I love, I love, he ſtrives to fy. 


Could I to thy foul reveal | 1 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth part | 


1 change of heart: 
Then, repenting, "wouldft thou ſay, 


Virgin fears, from hence —_— 
All che time is thrown away, 


That we do not ſpend in love. 


C 
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SONG CCCXLVUL 
LOVE in LOW LIFE. 


4 


- i 


OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Mog ſo fair; 

Y The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonair: 

They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with 
their eyes, n LA8;-þ Er 


And look d, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A fortnight was ſpent ere dear Moggy came to; 
(For maidens a decency keep way: wh woo:) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow; 

And Jockey he gave, for a jointure, his cow. _ 


They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kiſſing and fondling until of came there: 
They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wed; 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 


They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all ſay ; 
And none were ſo happy, and gameſome, as they : 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind; 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cried, Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that, Moggy you mock ?- 
Quoth . Gooſe, come on! why you now are my 
ride; ptr ns 
And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide. 


He took home his Moggy, good conduct to learn, 

Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the 
old barn; ks £1 0 eee 

They laid in a Rock for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


SONG 


Aa Aa rr. 


ir; 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 283 


$ON G CCCXLIX. | 
Sung by Mrs. Cuive, in As you like it. 


HEN daiſies py'd, and vi'lers blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks all filver white, | 
Do paint, the meadows with delight ; 
The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, * 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus fings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! word o fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten firaws, _ 
And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, _ 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks ; © 
The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he: 
2 Cuckow! _ | word of fear, 
npleaſing to a marry'd ear, 3 
Uypleakog, to a pany s: baſs. 


- $ONG CCCL.- - 
| Sung by Mrs. Cuivs, in The Miſer. 


He W brim. foll of nothing's the life of a bead . 
T0, ve ye nothing to think of, they've Wan, 


And nothin kf for they know: 
Such, ſuch, 1 the life of a nothing boy 
Such, ſach, i is the life of a beau, 


* 


— wn tl — — ä—᷑L—Z— — 2 — — — —— 


264 THE BREMN T; 
For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air ; 


Spend the mording in nothing, but curling their hair; I 
And do nothing all day, but fling, ſaunter and tare; Þ/ 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. - 


For nothing, at wan as play-houſe they croud : 


To mind nothin there, they always are proud; 
But to bow, and to gri ae | 
Such, ſuch, is the lis of a beau, Ot REY 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball; 

And for nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call; 
For they ſtill muſt be baſted, who've nothing at all: 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, * ; 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. e 


For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear; 


They have nothing to hope for, and nothing to fear: 
They can be nothing no Where, who nothing are here. 


Such, ſuch, is the lafe of a beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the liſe of a beau. 


| P 
| SONG CCCLE _ 


JOCKEY and JENNY. 4 Dialogue. 


| | Che. 
O TERN winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, 
And cowſlips and vi'lets the meadows perfume ; 
While kids are diſporting, and birds fill the ſpray, 

I wait for my Jockey to hail the new May, 


I wait for my Jockey to bail the new May, _ 1 


Among the young lilies, my Jenny, Pve ſlayd; 
Flakes daiſies, and woodbines, I bring to my _ 
Ar e IT — 


1 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 265 
Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and lavender gay, 
ir; N poſy to form for my queen of the May, : 

: to form, &c. „ 


| | hg 5 

zh! Jockey, I fear you intend to beguile: 
; When ſeated with Molly laſt _ on a ſtile, 
d; vou ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 


Forgetting poor Jenny, ke. 
| He. | 
Young Willy is handſome, in ſhepherd's green dreft, 
ie —.— ribbands that hang at your breaſt, 
75 Nader t ee ſweet kiſſes upon the new hay: | 
va that done like Jenny, my queen of the May? 
Was that done like Jenny, cke. ; 


This garland of roſes no longer I ptize, 
Ser For y falſe-hearted, Ins pa denies ; 
Ye flowers ſo blooming; this inſtant decay, 
For Jenny's no longer the queen of the May, 
For Jenny's no longer, &c. 4 

| He. 
Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you wrong; 
Your name is for ever the theme of my ſong : 
From the dews of pale eve to the dawning of day 
m, II fing but of Jenny, my queen of the May, 

| ha "it 

Again balmy ebmfort with-t rt I view; 
My fears are all vaniſh'd, ſince Jockey ie true: 
Then to our blithe ſhepherds the news I'll convey, _ 
That — alone you've crown'd queen of the M 
„ 


* 
* 


orgetting poor Jenny, your queen of the May, 


m 


re. 


Ke. 
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He. 


Of ev'ry y degree yo ye young lovers, draw near ; 3 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd herray : 
Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new May, 
Then come, my dear, &c. 


IT Both, n $4] 
Of ev'ry Naters ye young lovers, draw near; 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd betray : 
Then come, my dear Jockey, and hail the new May, 
T hen come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new oy: 


SONG CCCLIL. 
Sung ly Mr. BEARD, in The Maid of the Mill. 


ARK! 'tis I, your own true lover, 
j After walking three long miles ; ; 
One kind look at leaff diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning vixen ! 
I can ſee your roguiſh ſmiles, 


Addflids! my mind is ſo poſſeſt, 
"Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt ; 
Only fay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing - 
I am hers, ſhe 1s mine ; | 


Thus we ſeal, and thus we fign, 


80 N 


ay, 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 
SONG CCCLII. 


267 


Sung by Mr. BEARD, in The Maid of the Mill. 
W HEN a maid, in way of marriage, 


Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carnage, 
'Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 
Tho'f 'mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 


Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo ; 
'Tis a different ſtory quite, 
And ſhe quickly buckles to. 


bond corn. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by My, Worgan. 


O Shepherd was like Strephon gay, 
N No ſwain to me ſo dear ; 
'Twas rapture all the live-long day 
His ſong, his pipe, to hear, | 
His ſong, his pipe, to hear: | 
Yet when ; ig d, and talk'd of love, 
His paſſion I'd forbid; _ 
For what ] felt to hide I trove; * 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon my word I did. 
The { ring, when nature wakes to youth, 
And looks all life and joy 
The ſummer's ſun, ſaw \ Ab SE trath, 
Saw Chloe ſtill was coy, 


2 


At 


* 5 
% 


268 Tas 08-8 NT; 
At length he vow'd, Thou cruel fair, 


Diſdain my heart has Need: \ 
He ſpoke, and left me in deſpair ; | 
Upon my word he did, | 
Upon, &c. 
How ſad, how penitent was I! 
My pride has caus'd my pain: 
From morn to eve I us'd to ſigh, * 
Oh! Strephon, come again,, 


Oh! Strephon, &c. 
It chanc'd, he ſought a tender umb, | 
\ - That in the grove lay hid; 
When, thoughtleſs, there I breath'd his name; 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon, &c. | 


Surpriz'd, my well-known voice to hear, 
In ſounds of ſoft delighgt, 

With eager ſteps the youth drew near, 
And met my pars ſight, 
And met, &C | 

No pow'r had I, all art was vain, 
Of Strephon to get rid; 


My panting heart confeſs d the fwain ; "EAT M 
Upon my word it did, | two Tl 
Upon, &c. 13 f. — 

O nymph, he cry'd, whoſe eyes to meet, | 
My foul with joy o'erflows! By 

The bee, that roves from ſweet to ſweet, 
Like me, prefers the role, | = 18 
Like me, &c. _ I 

Ve maids, with whom I've wripp'd the green, Br 
Let other youths ſucceed ; = I 

My Chloe welcom'd me againn W 
Upon my word ſhe did, | 
7 &C. 


41 Y While I + 


hile 
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While bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my cheek, 
My hand with warmth he preſt; 
Oh! ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chloe, ſpeak, 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt ? 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt ? 
Ah! who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The ſhepherd could have chid ? 
Perhaps you think 1 held my tongue; 
Upon my word I did, | 
Upon my word I did. 
FEE 
SONG CCL. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 
7 HY heaves my fond boſom ? ah! what can 
* mean 72 tt 7 : 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is near; 


Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 
Or why, when fhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face : 

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 

With thy hos I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
mind,” | 


With thy face, &c. 


Untainted with folly, unfully'd by pride, 

There native poly 7 herons and virtue reſide : 

Pray heaven that virtue thy foul may ſupply 

With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die, 
With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 
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SONG CCCLVI. 
Sung by Mr. Shu'raR, in The Maid of the Mit. 


Y OU vile pack of vagabonds! what do ye mean 
I'll maul you, raſcallions, 
Ye tatter demallions— 
If one of them comes within reach of my « cane, 
Such curſed aſſurance, 
Tis paſt all endurance, 
Nay, nay, pray come away. 
They're lyars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions. 
Will find them but fictions, 
A bubble that always deceives, 


SONG CCCLVIL. 


Sung by Miſs HALLAm, in The Maid of the Mill, 


IST, hift! J hear my mother call! Fo 
Pr'ythee be gone, 
We'll meet anon. — 
Catch this, and this 
Blow me a kits, | 
In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all. 
F W !—and yet a moment ſtay, 
Something beſide I have to ON. * 
Well, 'tis forgot; — 
No matter what. 
Love grant us grace, 
The mill's the place. 
She calls Ah J muſt away. 


SONG 


Su, 
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SONG CCCLVIH. 


[Burg M. Marrocks, My HALLAu, Mr Snv- 
i WB Tix, Mi Bakr, and Mr. Brakd, in The 
an? Maid of the Mill. 8 23 | | 


| Mr. Mattocks, 


VIELD who will, to forms a martyr, 
While, unaw'd by idle ſhame, 
Pride for happineſs I barter, ' 
_  Heedleſs of the millions” blame. 
Thus with love my arms I quarter: 
Women graced in nature's frame, 
Ev'ry Neil e, by charter, | 
HFave a right from man to claim. 
55 Miſs Hallam. 
** Fas'd of doubts and fears preſaging, 
What new joys within me riſe, 
1 While Mamma, her frowns aſſuaging, 
m Dares no longer tyrannize ! 
So, long ſtorms and tempeſts raging, 
When the bluſt' ring fury dies, 
Ah, how lovely, how engaging, 
Proſpects fair, and cloudleſs ſkies ! 


| Mr. SHuter. : 
Dad! but this is wond'rous pretty, 

Singing each a round - de- lay; 
And I'll mingle in the ditty, 

Tho? I ſcarce know what to fay. 
There's a daughter briſk and witty, 

Here's a wife can wiſely ſway; 
Truſt me, maſters, twere a pity 

Not to let them have their way. 


N4 Miſs 
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Miſs Brent. 
My example is a rare one, 
But the cauſe zaay be divin'd ; 
Women want not merit — dare one 
Hope diſcerning men to find? 
O may each accompliſh'd fair one, 
Eright in perſon, ſage in mind, 


Viewing my good fortune, ſhare one 
Full as ö and as kind. 


Mr. Beard. 


Laugb'd a at,  flighted, circumvented, 
And expos'd for folks to ſee't ; 
Tis as thof a man repented 
For his follies in a ſheet. 
But my wrongs go unref. nted, 
Since the Fates have thought them meet; 
This good company contented, 
All my * are ee | 


1 


8 O NG CCCLIX. 
MYRTILLA. 


[ at Ranelagh, Ser by Mr. Howard. 
E. chearful virgins, have ye ſeen. 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the | 
To roſe or jeſs mine bow'r ? | 7 
To roſe or jeſs'mine bow'r ? 5 9 


Where does ſhe ſeck the woodbine ſhade 15 
Por ſure ye know the blooming maid, 

Sweet as the May- born flow fy 

N as the k. Wann flow's r. 


— wy 11 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 23 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the lily as it grows, 
Where each in ſweetnels vie, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Like dew-drops glitt'ring in the morn, 
When Phœbus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye, 
Health Farkles in her eye, 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 
That warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
To hail the vernal beam, | 
To hail the vernal beam. 
Her heart is blither than her ſong; 
Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like che ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream. 


5 GN + & MEER PAO 
The COUNTRY WEDDING. 
Sung at Ranelagh, Set by Mr, Howard. 
\ E LL met. pretty nymphs, ſays a jolly young 


wain, 
Toa lovely young ſhepherdefs croſſing the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way? 
Then ſtraight to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
With a ſmile on her look, and a leer on her eye, 
came from the village, and homeward I go; 
And now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would youknow ? 


I bope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
Ter le J tell you the reaſon of aſking. you this; f | 
5 N S. I would: 


290 PH NB BR ENF; 


I would ſee you ſafe home, (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve : 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, 1s civil, 1 own, 

But ſes no great danger in going alone; 

Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free 

For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 
But yet a companion 1s pleaſanter too ; 
And if you could like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Sach a ſweetheart as me, we never would part: 
Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men: 
You'll tay and 5 and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then )-ave a young maiden, the firſt thing you do, 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride; 
To-morrow the parſon (well ſaid, little ſwain) 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain; 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid; 
The very next morn to be ſure they were wed : 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down ; 
Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town? 


+++ +++ 
SONG CecLXI. 

e 

Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


'7 E nymphs, who to the throne of love 
Y | With hearts ſubmiſſive bow z 
Who hope the mutual bliſs to prove, 

That crowns the nuptial vow, 

That crowns the nuptial vow 3 


Thro 


ve) 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN, 

Thro' caution's glaſs, by reaſon lent, 

Ohl view your lovers clearly, 

Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The man that loves you dearly; 

Nor think to wed, till that wt A 

The man that loves you dearly, 

The man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to wiſdom's ray, the rake. 
No ſocial bliſs allows; | | 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing ſpouſe, 
A good- for- nothing ſpouſe. 
Nor truſt the fop, tho' piteous ſighs 
Proclaim you've touch. d him 5 y; 
His own ſweet charms too much he'll prize, 
Nor can he love you dearly; ' | 
His own, &c. N , 1 


But when, with ev'ry manly grace, 

A youth.of foul refin d. 
Who doating on your form and face, . 
Thinks brighter ſtill your mind, 

Thinks brighter ſtill your mind; 
When ſuch ſhall for the favour ſue, 
Oh! yietTyour hand fincerel 


And you'll love him, and he'll 58 you, 


To life's laſt moment, dearly; 


And you'll love him, and he'II love you, 


To life's laſt moment, deazly, 
To life's laſt moment, dearly, 
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SONG CCCLAI,. 
The RESO LUTION, | 
Sung at Ranelagh. Se: by Mr. Howard, 
(CE ASE, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond alarms, 
For I am ſafe from future harms; 
My heart, once free, ſhall ne'er again 
| Or feel love's pleaſure, 
Or feel love's pleaſure, or its pain: 
No; from this day, this very hour, 
I turn a rebel to thy pow'r ; | #4 
Since truth and honour cannot move, 
What, what have I to do with love ? 
What, what have T to do with love 15 


A nymph more fair I ne'er ſhall find 
Than lovely, faithleſs Roſalind : 
Beware, ye ſwains, nor truſt your * 4 s 
The wretch who gazes, ſurely dies ; 
No ſwain could vie in bliſs with me 
No nymph e'er ſeem'd more fond than ſhe, 
Who vow'd by each dread pow'r above z - 
Then what had I to do, but love? 

Then what, &c. 


But when ſhe found I hugg'd my chain, 

Nor wiſh'd for liberty again, 
She bid me all my hopes give er, 
And think of her and love no more: 
Say then, if ſhe no longer deign 75 
To hear my vows, or ſoothe my als þ 1 
If ſhe no more my verſe: apþrove, — 

What, what have 1 to do "with love 5 
What, what, 9 5 


Henceforth adied, ye "treach'rous 7 
Jo ſcenes far diſtant In repair; 


In 


In 


In deſert plains, and foreſts rude, 
I'll court my miſtreſs, Solitude: 
No more ſhall faithleſs woman's art 


Inſnare my fond believing heart; 


Like Nature's ſon, at large PII rove, 


And have no more to do with love, 


And have no more to do with love. 


SONG CCCLXII. 
CHARMING BESSY. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Ser by Mr. Howard, 


8818 T me, all ye tuneful nine, f 
With numbers ſoft and witty; 
To Beſſy I infcribe the line, 5 
Then raiſe my humble ditty: 
To Befly I inſcribe the line, | 
Then raiſe my humble ditty. 
2 Apo: ye 44 the am'rous fong F 
found along _— 
— 5 Haig ſylvan throng, 
My raiſe my charmin Beſly, 
vely, charming 5.0. 


Let others fing the cruel fair, 10 
Who glories in undoing, be 
And proudly bids the wretch . Fo 
Rooicing in his ruin, 1 25 
And proudly, e. 
Such haughty tyrants I deteſt; 
pan ley ou ſcorn thew, while 10 
ou thy -ſwelling br 
K lovely, 2 b 2 
ytovely, Ke. 0 | 


28 n Nn * | 
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THE BRE NUT - 


The roſe I'll pluck to deck her head, - 


The vi'let and the panſy: 


The cowſlip too ſhall quit the mead, 


To aid my am'rous fancy ; 
The cowſlip, &c. 1 
Ye fragrant ſiſters of the ſpring, 
Who Fred your {ſweets on 2 
Around my fair your odours fling, 
Around my charming Beſly, 
Around, &c, . 


When ev'ning dapples o'er the ſkies, 
The ſun no longer burning, 
Methinks I ſee before my eyes 
Thy well-known form returning. 


On hill or dale, by wood or ſtream, 


Thou art alone my conſtant theme, 

My waking wiſh, my morning dream, 
Thou lovely, charming Beff "gl 
Thou lovely, charming Beſly. | 


SONG CCCLAIV. 
The QUEEN of MAY. 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard. 


\V*RY nymph and ſhepherd, bring 
E Tributes bu erg of Mary He 1 
Rifle for her brows the ſpring; 
Make her as the ſeaſon gay, 

Make her as the ſeaſon gay, 
Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting hour; 

Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, . 
How to uſe the fleeting hour, | 


How to uſe the fleeting hour. 


ephyr's wing, 


- x7 F 1 


* 


Now 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 279 


Now the fair Narciſſus blows, 
With his ſweetneſs now delights ; 
By his ſide, the maiden roſe 
With her artleſs bluſh invites, 
With her, &c. 
Such, ſo fragrant, and ſo gay, 
Is the blooming queen of May ; 
Such, ſo fragrant, &c. 


Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 

Soon he droops his languid head; 
From the roſe her purple flies, 

None inviting to her bed, 

None, &Cc. | 
Such, tho' now fo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the queen of May ; 
Such, tho' now, &c. | | 


Tho? thou art a rural queen, 
By the ſuffrage of the ſwains, 

Beauty, like the vernal green, 

In thy ſhrine not long remains, 
In thy ſhrine not long remains. 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves thy love and ab; | 

Bleſs, then, quickly, bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves thy love and — 4 
Who deſerves thy love and truth. 


SONG CCCLXV. 
| AMANDA, 47 
Sung at Ranelagh. , Set by Mr. Howard, 
Y the dew-beſprinkled roſe ; 
By the blackbird piping clear; 
By the weſtern gale, that blows | 
Fragrance on the vernal year ; 


Hear, 


= — Cn IO anos — 
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Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain :* 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain. 


By the 23 clad in gold; 
By the ſilver hly's light; 
By thoſe meads, where you. behold! 


Nature rob'd in e and white; 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And to his ſighs, oh! ſigh again: 


Hear, &c. | 
By the riv'let's rambling race; 


By the muſic that it makes; 
By bright Sol's inverted face, 

Who for the ſtream his ſky forſakes; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, | 


And into joy convert his pain: 


Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 


And into joy convert his pain. 


$ONG CCCLXVI. 


PHILANDER and SYLVIA. 


A Paſtoral Dialogue. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set bs Mr. Howard. 


HILF bloſſoms deck each verdant 
fpray, | | 
And Flora breathes the ſweets of May, 
P11 leave my flock to frolic free, 
And tune my pipe alone for thee, 
And tune my pipe alone for thee. 


Sylvia. What if thy flock ſhould leave the plain, | 


While Tray 1s fleeping by my ſwan ? 


Would'k 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 21 


Would'ſt thou not think the minutes dear, 
And rail at me that kept thee here? 
And rail, Se. 


Phil. Firſt ſhall the lark forget his note, 
The linnet ſtop his liquid throat. 
Sylvia. So oft you game, ſome ſhepherds ſay, 
And only jeſt, when you betray, 
And only, &c. Fi; 


Deck but your ſong with truth alone, 
My virgin heart ſhall be your own, 
Phil. The turtle ſhall forſake his love, 
Ere I to thee inconſtant prove, 
. 4 805 


Buth. When beauty opens all her charms, 
And honour flies to beauty's arms, | 
Sweet peace and love take up their crown, 
And virtue then aſcends her throne, 
And virtue then aſcends her throne. 


sON G CCCLXVIL 
COLIN and PH OE BE. 
Sung at Ranelagh, See by Mr. Howard. 


T7 HERE the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r, 

i _VY And cowilips adorn the gay green, 

The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 

The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute ta brighten the ſcene. 

In a cottage, retir'd, there livre 
Young Colin, and Phœbe the fair; 

The bleflings each other receive, N ies 
In mutual enjayments they ſhare; wh 
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The bleflings each other receive, 
In — enjoyments they ſhare. | 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phebe, and Colin her twain. 


The ſweets of contentment ſupply 
The ſplendor and grandeur of pride 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful bride ; 
No wants, Ke. 10 
He wiſhes no greater delight 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phebe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay ;- 
And return, &c, #21 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conftant as Colin, who lives in the dale. 


If delighted her lover appears 
The fair one partakes of his bliſs : 
If dejected, ſhe ſooth?s all his cares, 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs ; 
If dejected, &c. | : 
She Jefoiſes the artful deceit, 
That is practis'd in city and court; 
Thinks happineſs no where complete, 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort ; 
JJC Ke. 22m: 
And the lads tell the laſſes they die in deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phebe the fair. 


Ye youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair one betray, 
No longer be faithleſs in love, TY 
The dictates of honour obey ; _ 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 
The dictates of honour obey: 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN, 2#z 


ve nymphs, who with beauty are bleſt, 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 
The charms of the mind, SA, poſſeſt, 


Will dignify thoſe of the face; 
And, ye lads and ye laſſes, whom Hymen has join'd, 
Like Colin, be conſtant, like Phœbe, be kind. 


SONG - CCCLXYIH.: --- 
A Paſtoral Dialogue. Sung at Vauxhall, 


He. AS TE, haſte, Phillis, haſte, tis the firſt 
r | : 
Hark, the goldfinches ſing, to the wood let's 
away; | 
We'll Neck the pale primroſe; nay, ſtart not 
my dear, 1 * 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your ear, 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your ear. 


She. Excuſe me, fond ſwain, it has often been ſaid, 
The wood is unſafe for a maiden to tread ; 
And a wither'd old gypſey, one day [ 1 d, | 
Bid me ſhun the chick wood, and ſaid — 

thing beſide, Sb, | 
Bid me ſhun, &c. f 


He. Tis all a mere fable; there's nothing to fright; 
There's muſic all day, and no ſpectres at night: 
No creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, 
And Cupid's an archi you ſurely can't fear, 
And Cupid's, &c. 7 | 


She. For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the wood, 
Who — your deſign? you may dare to be 
| lee: 8 


— 


— — — — 
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He. 


Sbe. 


He. 


I'll be true as the turtle, as fond, and as kind; 
Will lead you to be untaſted before, 
And make you a 


She. 


Fe ſwains, ſhould your fair ones be deat. 10 you- 
'You muſt wear the ſoft chain ; 3. then they ll 75 


Vou muſt wear the ſoft chain; then they'll go 


Let my beauty, &c 


THE BREN T; 
So I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 


Leſt Cupid and you be too hard for a maid, 
Leſt Cupid, &c. 


His dictates you wiſely at once ſhould approve, 

For pray what is life? it is pain without Jove: 

Think 155 youth, like the roſe, tho angather'd, 
will fade; Te 

Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old maid, 

Then quickly, &c. 


By language as artful young Daphne was won; T 

Thus courted, the yielded, Was triek'd, and un- I 

done; 1A 

And — than truſt the hne things you have 
Ay aid 

Let my beauty decay, and 2 die an old maid, 


Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the wind; 


tun tn 


ride; can a mortal do more? 
And make you, &c. 


Then at once I'll comply, for I cannot ſay no; 
To- morrow to church with my ſhepherd Þ'll go; 
To the wood next, tho' Cupid ſo talk'd of be 
there, ] 
With joy I'll 2 i adden to al fear, 898 


ww mn ,_ 


With joy, &c. | + lie | 
Both. Ve nymphs, to the PE never venture to go; ; 
Till the n join your hands, you ee 


ſtill, 


where you will. 


where you will. 
8. O N G 
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+, ..:$:0 N G  CCCLAIX. 

Sang at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan. 

S on Tap's banks I wander'd in ſearch of my 

A alr, | Fo 4 
How ſmooth was the ſtream! and how ſoft was the 

air! 
To nothing but thee ſuch a ſcene I compare; 
And it reſembles, dear Jenny. 


The deep cryſtal wave was a type of thy face; 


I thought it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy glaſs, 
And the curls that were there for thy dimples might 


e 
I vow'd ' twas the picture of Jenny. 


| Methought I took in all the a of thy mind, 


To virtue, to love, and to pity inclin'd, | 
The tender ſoft paſſions that feel no rude wind; 
For calm is the boſom of Jenny. 


| Allpleas'd with the proſpeRt, Iwiſh'd the bright maid 


Cou'd have ſeen her dear ſelf in this mirror diſplay'd;_ 
'Twas like her when laſt the ſweet girl ] ſurvey'd: 
Like none it could be but my Jenny. 


But ſudden a tempeſt I ne'er ſaw before 

Made the billows ariſe, and the waves foam and roar; 

[ poet that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the ſhore; . 
Ah, me! even then it was Jenny. 


The ſame dreadful fight, when to ſpleen you're in- 
clin'd, *** . „ 
When to me you are croſs, and to others are kind: 


Zut never, dear girl, raiſe this ſtorm in your mind; 


will kill me, believe me, dear Jenny. 
Wees ;  $ONG 


— _— 7” 8 


286 T HE B RE NT; 


SONG CCCLXX. 
Sung by Mrs. CI BBR, in The Winter's Tale. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 
OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 


| muſt ſhear; | 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free; 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 


We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 


What we think in our hearts you may read inour eyes, 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and cape are the city dames led ; 
But we all the children of Nature are bred : 


By her hands alone we are PENNE and dreſt, 
For the roſes will bloom w 


en there's peace in the 


The giant, Ambition, we never can dread ; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open your door ; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor, 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


ON. 6.” COCLNEL.: +: 
COLIN's COMPLAINT. 
FEAR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond meaſure 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all =o youth of its n Wage? 
And hoard up an old-age of pain: _ "hs 
| Your 


9 wi 0 
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Your maxim, that love is {till founded 

On charms that will quietly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 

When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion, from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 

Soft ſmiles and pay looks are the dawn, 
Fruition's the ſun-ſhine of love : 

And tho” the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 

And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 
We ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 
You've often regarded with wonder; 


He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd ; 


Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 
TT they totter about, 
r fit in the ſun at the door, | 


And at night, when old Darby's pot's out, 


His Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 


No _ or wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral failings to ſmother ; 
Then what are, the charms, can you gueſs, | 
That make them ſo fond of each other ? 
'Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that love did beſtow ; 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The belt of all bledings below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 

Which fickneſs nor time can remove ; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of , 91 


- 


A friend- 


* — . _ 
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A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as th 


theſe; _ 


The current of 'fondifels kill flows, . 
Which _— * 5 WP - 


4 
1203S to? 


80 NG nern 


Sung by My. Low, and Mrs. Live, 


Revel all without controul. 
Who fo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who fo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 
Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 
Who fo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 


12 adieu to maiden arts, 


Nes oy the ben ag bo is ty'd, 
y is m 
I 


ng 4 bells, — fill e 


Angling for unguarded hearts; 
come Hymn s laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls an x 


Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 


Boys as ſweet as Colinet. og 


Tho' ripe ſheaves of yellow com, 


Now my plenteous barn adorn 


Tho' I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs -- 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt ear. 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet. 
Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


» 4 


Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 


„ 


Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 


Tho? ſix ues” fo daily reve 4 85 


Io deſerve thy Betty's love, 
Them I quit without regret, 
All my Joy 's * Colinet. 


Strike 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 28g. 


Strike up then the ruſtic 2 
Crown with ſports our bridal day ; 
May each lad a miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſy, fair and End, 
And each laſs a huſband get. 

Fond and true as Calinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the ak. 


Revel all without controul : 
May the ſun wy or | 


ith ha 
1 AF Col Ret.” 
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no by Mr. BEAR D, in The Fair Quaker of Deal. 
OW little do the landmen know. 


Of what we ſailors feel, 

When waves do. meant. and winds do blew! 
But we have hearts of Reel. 

No danger can affright u 
No enemy ſhall flout : e 

We'll make the monſieurs right us: 
So toſs the can aboat. 


Stick Bout toigeders; an 
way plonder, born, „ and fink: 
Then rance, ve-at -rates 
. — deer none ſink + 
e rummage we fancy 
Ta En ne 
Shall oll in acid. 
a 


"TH > > : 8 ” 
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While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble commodore, 

We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea * more. 

In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys; 

In war we'll never fly: 

Here's a health to George our Ng. ne 
And the royal family. 


eee 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan, 


T OO long a giddy wand'ring youth, 


From. fair to fair I rov'd; 


To ev 'ry nymph I vow'd my truth, 


Tho? all alike I lov'd : 
Yet, when the joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeſt: 


But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 


That conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other fools, at female wiles 
"Twas my delight to rail; 


Their ſighs, their vows, their tears, their ſmiles, 


Were falſe, I thought, and frail : 
But, by reflection's bright'ning Pay. r, 
I ſee their worth confeſt; 
That man cannot enough adore, | 
That conſtancy is beſt, _ 
'That conſtancy i 1s beſt. 


The by ronnag heart at beauty's fight 


May g glow with. fond defire;z © 
Yet, tho poſſeflion-yield delight, 


It 3 the lawleſs fire; i 
ut 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 29 
zut love's celeſtial faithful flames 
Still catch from breaſt to breaſt ; 
'hile ev'ry home-felt joy proclaims 
That conſtancy is beſt, 

That conſtancy 1s belt. 


No ſolid bliſs from change reſults, 
No real raptures flow ; 

But, fix'd to one, the ſoul exults, 
And taſtes of heavy n below. 
ith love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
Is truth's fair form impreſt ; 

And reaſon dictates to mankind, | 
That conſtancy 1s beſt, 

That conſtancy 1s beſt, 


 $ONG CCCLAXV.. 
The VINDICATION. 
| Sang at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan. 


HE wicked wits, as fancy hits, 
| All ſatirize the fair; 

In proſe and rhyme, in ſtrains ſablime, 
Their foibles they declare: 

The kind are bold, kT chaſte are cold ; 
Theſe prudiſh, thoſe too free: 

Ye curious men, come, tell us then, 
What ſhould a woman be ? 
What ſhould a woman be ? 


But hard's the taſk, and vain to alle, 
Where optics are untrue: 1.54 

The Muſe ſhall here th“ indicted clear, 
And e IE wx oy As 45Y 


wy O 2 4 24 Ar a 5 f 5 42 The 
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The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
On whom his with was plac'd; 

The fool, deny'd, affects the pride, 

And rails, tc be in taſte, 


And rails, &c. F | ( 
But, not like theſe the men of bliſs 
Their ſare criterion fix: Pg 
No : Wiſdom cries, My ſons, ariſe, HA 
And vindicate the ſex: 
Tis theirs to prove thoſe ſweets of love 14 
Which others never ſhare; 
And evidence, that none have ſenſe L 
But who adore the fair, | 4. 
But who, &c. | 0 
bn Ve blooming race, with ev ce 
Il Celeſtially impreſt, pela | 4 
[| 'Tis yours to quell the cares that dwell _ | 
it Within the human breaſt: 8e 
it At beauty's voice our ſouls rejoice, II 
| And rapture wakes'to birth ; 
| And Jove deſign'd th' enchanting kind T 
[| To form an heav'n on earth, I 
To form, &c. 1 
1 Oh! ev'ry art to win the heart, . 
iÞ Ye dear inſpirers, try; 7 | C 
1 Each native charm with faſhion arm, T 
And let love's lightning fly : T 
| And hence, ye gray your counſels fave, 
1 Which youth but ſets at nonght; [ 


And fo II think ſhe ought, T 
And ſo I think the ought v. 


| For woman ſtili will have her will, I 
| 


0 
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.'$.@-N-G:.COCCLEXPE © 
Sang by Mi, Srrunksos, at Vauxhall. 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain. 
(3 The e young ſhepherd that pipes on che 
plain; 
['4 hear his ſoft tale, then declare 'twas amiſs, 


And l'd often ſay No, often ſay No, when i long'd 


to ſay Ves. 


And I'd often fay No, often ſay No, when I EF 


to ſay Ves. 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to wirneſs his flame : 

Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair than their 
fleece ; 

I could hardly ſay No, tho' aſham'd to ſay ves. 

] could hardly, &c. 


Soon after, one morning, _ ſat 1 in the £ 

He preſs'd my Land bard, and in ſighs breath'd h his 
love; 

Then tenderly aK d. if Pd grant him a kiſs ? 

I defign'd to've ſaid No, but miſtook, and ſaid Yes. 

I defign'd, &c. 


At this, with delight, his heart dane'd ii his breaſt ; 

Ye Gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt; 

Come, let's to the chutch, and ſhare conjugal bliſs : 

To prevent beiog t tea d, 1 was fore d t by Ves. 

To prevent, &c. 

| ne'er was fo  pleas'd with a word in my life ; 

Ine'er was ſo happy as fince Pm a wife: 

Then take, ye damſels. my counſel in this, 

You muſt all die ol: maids, if you, will not ſay Ves; 

You muſt all die old maids, all die old 7 1 you 
will not ſay Ves. 


EP A PISS > , e * "a4 
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SONG CCCLXXVII. 
. Set Ey Mr. Stanley. 
EFEND my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 
From am'rous looks and 2 
And ſhield me, in my gayer hours, 
From love's deſtructive wiles : © © © 
In vain let ſighs and melting tears 
Employ their moving art, 
Nor may delufive oaths and pray'rs 
Per triumph o'er my heart. 


My calm content and virtuous joys. 
May envy ne'er moleſt, 

Now let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful Ra. 

Vet may there ſuch a decent ſtate, 
Such unaffected pride, 

As love and awe at once create, 
My words and actions guide. 


Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Fach wanton art diſplay, 
While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
| And ſigh their ſouls away : 
Far other diQates I purſue, 
(My bliſs in virtue plac'd) 
And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
| Who real worth can taſte. 


SONG CCCLAXVII. 
The ROVER. 
N all the ſex ſome charms I find; 
I love to try all womankind, 


The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
The fair, the * the oy: - 


In 
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In Cupid's fetters, moſt ſevere, 
1 languiſh'd out a long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty, 
The Qlave of wanton Kitty. Hs 


At OMe? I broke the galling chain, 
And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 
One conſtant ſcene of folly, 
| One conſtant, &c. ; | fp 
J vow'd no more to wear the yoke ; 
But ſoon I felt a ſecond ſtroke, 
And ſigh'd for blue· ey d Molly, 
And ſigh'd, &c. | 


With treſſes next of flaxen hue, 
Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
I bat lives in yonder valley, 
_ That lives, &c. 
Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 
And caught me in the curling hair 
| Of little tempting voor ae 
Of little, &c.' - 


Adorn'd with charms, tho' blithe nad unn 
My roving heart from bondage {| ung. | 
This heart of yielding 0. 
This heart of LET" mettle : 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle,” 
But never more will ſettle, 


* 4 ” * ' 
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$ON'G cel . 
bar at Vauxhall, Tet by Mr. Worgan. 


OUNG Colin fought my heart to Zain; 
The ſhepherd, loſt in lore. 
Each morning woo'd me cn the plain, 
Each noon within the grove ; | 
Yet my denial ſtill was this, 
_ Pihaw ! Man, I can't endure you; 
And if he oifer'd but te kiſs, | 
Such rudeneſs! — Pl aſſure you, I'll aſſure you, 
Such rudeneſs! —PH affure cu. 


* > 
7 9 * 
25 as & _ 


r. or twenty youths (not he alone) 
The am'raus flame confeſt; 
And, had I once been kind to one, 
ike I'm ſure I'd 16K the reſt | 
Beſide, he us'd no pretty arts, 
But ſagely wou'd allure me; 
While others talk'd of flames and darts ; ; 
was pretty — I'M aſſure Ye, 
Twas pretty, ' "SG 


_ My face, my form, were rats'd nioady 5 

| y wit new 4 : 

And 'twas en ro make one proud 

To be ſo much zdwur'd: e 

At length, reſtection ſhew's the , 

Such flatt'ry mi cure me. 

And virtue warn'd to than the bait, 
Nor vainly - I'Waffure FR 8 
Nor vainly, Kc. 5 


I bid the fi ghing a depart; 221 115? beg 1 
This maxim pleas'd to 790 42 
That flatt'fy fills rhe fenfoat b. heart,” ad 97901 v6 
But truth the heart of Jod: e e 3190 i 
| 3 Young 
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| Young Colin, wont in vain to plead, 
Of vanity to cure me, 
Now woo'd again; and now indeed 
Ilov'd him—I'll r 
J lov'd him, &c > | 4 


I blam'd myſelf, ſuch ſcorn to bear 
To merit now ſo clear: 

By my example, learn, ye fair, 

JI o prize the youth ſincere: 

u, We inſtant join'd the nuptial tie; 

He raptur'd to enſure me; 

And. truſt me, damſels, when you try, 
'Twill charm you—PF'll aſſure ye, 
*T will charm you — mY aſſure ye. 


+ , 


- 


SONG CCCLXXX. | 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan. 
HE ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone, _ 


May morning put its beauties on, 

The war s ſung in livelier ſtrain, + 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain, 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain, 
When love, a ſoft intruding gue | 
That long had dwelt in, Damon's bre 
Now whiſper'd to the nymph, Aways | 
For this is N ature's holiday, 0 
For this is Nature's holiday. 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte; 
The painted mead he inſtant peſs'd, of 
And ſoon the happy cot he gain? 
Where Beauty flept, and Were reign'd, 
a * Beauty, &. f ST by 
5 ) O 5 Awake, 


ng 
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Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cnes, 
To new-born pleaſure ope thine eyes : 
Arite, my Sylvia, hail the May; 

For this is Nature's holiday, 

For this, &c. 
Forth came the maid in beauty bright, 
As Phœbus in meridian light: 
Entranc'd in rapture, all confeſt, 

The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt, 
'The ſhepherd, &c. 


Then, gazing, with a ſpeaking eye, 


He ſnatch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a ſigh, 


A melting ſigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 


And now their life's all holiday. 


Conſider, youth's our holiday, 
Conſider, &c. | 


Ah! ſoft, ſhe ſaid, for pity's ſake ; 
What! kiſs me ere Pm weil awake 
For this ſo early came you here ? 
And hail you thus the rifing year? 
Ang hat, Fe 255 mu grs 
Sweet innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide 
We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply'd ; 
In Pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll ſtray, 
And this ſhall' be Love's holidays 
And, this, &c. . 55 15 


, 
: iges 


A crimſon glow warm' d o'er her check! 
She look'd the thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeaæx: 
Conſent own'd Nature's ſoft command, 


And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand, 


And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling band. 
His dancing heart in tranſport play d; 

To church he led the bluſhing maid, 
Then blefs'd the happy morn of May; , 


And now their life's all holiday, 


$ONG 
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- SO N G CCCLXXXI. 
Sung at Vauxhall. St by My. Worgan. 
9 TIS à twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps. they 
are twain, | 
Since Thyrſis neglected the nymphs of the plain, 
And wou'd tempt me to walk the gay meadows along, 


To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong, 
To hear a ſoft tale, or to ling him a ſong. 


What at firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to a e ; 
In my heart it was love, in the youth *twas the ſame : 
From each other our paſſion we ſought not to hide; 
But who ſhou'd love moſt was our conteſt au Pride, 
But who, &c. 


1 
1 


But Prudence ſoon whiſpe;*d us, cc Lock not too well, 

„% For Envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell; 

« And a flame, without Fortune's rick gifts on its 
66 fade, | 

« The grave ones will fovrm: and a mother muſt 
„% chide. 

« The grave, &c. 


Afraid of n he his viſits . 

And we 3 to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with patience, a ſeaſon more kind: 
So I put t e dear hepherd quite out of we mind, 
So I put, Ye. | 


But love breaks we fences I ous had — 
Grows deaf to all cenſure; and will be repaid ; 

If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your care: 
Condemn the god Cup id ; but bleſa the fond pair, 
Coademn the god Cupid; 2 e the ſond pair. 


1 4 IN 
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S ON G ccixxxII. 
Sung in the Opera of Eliza. 


HEN all the Attic fire was led. 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat, 
Poor Freedom loſt her feat ; _ 
T he Gothic mantle ſpread a night, £3 46 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading light y 2408 
The Muſes loſt their mate, : | 
The Muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander ? what new fo = 
Had yet a laurel left in flore? A 
o this bleft iſle they ſteer, 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer. 
Soon the Parnaffian choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's facred form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 
The lazy monk has loſt his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me, 
She calls thee now by me. 
Hark, hark, hark, her voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, fee, ſee, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee, 
If ſhielded not by thee. 
ECC 
= SONG CCCLXXXIIL. _. 
An ADDRESS to the LADIES, | 
Surg at Ranelagh, _ 
2 es, and ye flirts, and ye pert lirele things, 
Who trip in this trolicſome round, 
Pray tell me from whence this = | penn , 
It he ways at once to confound * ? Wi 
3 ro at 


at 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 3801 
What means the cock d hat, and the maſculine air, 
WM each motion deſign'd to p * ? 

s were intend 3 to langutſh, not ſtare, | 

wy fofeneſs the teſt of your ſex — dear girls, 
And ſoftnefs the teſt of your ſex, ; 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport 
May call ev'ry art to her aid; 
The boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat ſhort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade : 
Bat you oh whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom, pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, - 


| Shou'd flily attack us with coynelſs and wiles, , 


Not with open and n n girls, 
Not with, &c, 


The Venus, whoſe flawe aelighs all "mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 


And kindly ſhou'd. ſeem by the artiſt deſign'd 


To ſerve as a model for you. 

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal: 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with. care, 
And double each charm you conceal—ſweet girls, 
And double, Kc. 


The bluſhes of morn, ant the mildneſe6f May, 
Are charms which no art can procure : 
we ll — 


Oh! be. but yourſelves, and our 
And your empire is ſolid and ſure: 
* Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
put us in fear of our lives, 
You may do very well for ſiſters or aunts ; 


Believe me, you'll never be wives $, 
Believe 0 ee W 2 . 's 


2. 141 2 1 
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SONG. CCOLXNXATY. . -- 


Fas ling of my lover all night and all day; 
He's ever good-natur'd, Ki frolic, and gay; 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 

Ar.d well on his bagpipe my ſhepherd can play; 
And a bonny young lad is my ſockex, * + 
And a bonny young lad is my Jockey. 

He ſays that he loves me, I'm witty, and fair, 

And praiſes my eyes, and my lips, and my hair; 

Roſe, vi'let, nor tity, with me can compare: 

If this be to flatter, *tis pretty, I ſwear; ' 

% %%% (88 

He kneel'd at my feet, and with many a ſigh, 

He cry'd, Oh! my dear, will you never comply 2 

If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; Pll die: 

I tiembled all over, and anſwer d, Not 1; 
And a bonny, &c. 


Around the tall May- pole he dances ſo neat, 
And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat ; 

He's conſtant, he's valiant; he's wiſe and diſcreet; _ 
His looks are ſo kind, and his kiſſes ſo'{weet; 
And a bonny, &c. 6 Re CIT MID IN 

At eve, when the ſun ſeeks repoſe in the weſt, 

And May's tunefol choiriſts all kim to their neſt ; 
When I meet on the green the dear boy I love beſt, 
My heart is juſt ready to burſt from my breaſt; 


© 
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And a bonny, &c. „ oy 
But ſee how the meadows are moiſten'd with dec; 
Come, come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you: 
We'll live for each other, both conſtant and true, 
And taſte the ſoft raptures no mortal e' er knew :, , 

And a bonny young lad is my Jockey, 
And a bonny young lad is my Jockey. 


Mi 


SONG 


\ 


1 
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SONG CCCLXXXV, S 
Sung in The King and the Miller. The Words by | 
. Mr. Dodſley. , 5 


OW happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs, 

Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs ! 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court: 
What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau: 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 
Than a courtier who ftruts in his garter and ſtar, 
Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 


4 
* 8 * 
1 


The hands of his betters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; e 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers, like meal: 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs, without ſcruple, from other men's ſacks; 
In this a right noble example he brags, _ 

Who borrow as freely from other men's bags, 
Who borrow, &c. Bo 1 


Tho his hands are ſodaub'd they're not fit to be 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the tools of the ſtate, 

Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 

And all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill: 
He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does lie z © - 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing: 11 
If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king? —_ 
If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king? —__ 
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© ON G . CECLXXXVI. 
LOVE R E WAR DE D. 


IT H Phœbus I often aroſe. 
To ſeaſt on the charms of the ſpring, 

The fragrance to ſmell of the roſe, _ _ 

Or liften to hear the birds fing : 
When linnets exalted their ſtrains, 

The muſic enchanted my ear; 
My eyes too were bleſs d on the plains 

With various ſweet e of we e. 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling 

I there ſtx'd the ſcene 25 403 it + ; 
My thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the day, 

I ſaw her in dreams all the night: 
Still muſing on Chloe 1 walk'd, 

My harveſt no more in my thought : 
Of nothing bur Chloe I talk'd ; 

Her ſmiles were the harveſt I "4 


No longer the warblers could 
Do longer the roſes look'd gay; 

For muſic, and ſweetneſs, and eaſe, 
Were loſt, if my love was . 
I tan'd to her beauties my 
I ſtudy'd each art that co a move; 
She — the kind tribute of praiſe, 

And r it with fondneſs and love. 


$0 NG GCCLXXXVIL, | 550 
CONTENTMENT. 


True content ! ſecure from harms, _ 
What's all the world without thy charms, 
Which ain allure to reſt? 


. | 


Or, ENGLISH 8YREN. 305 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly joys | 


Are empty, _— trifling toys: 


Bereft of thee; no monarchs have 

Such pleafure as the meaneſt ſlave, 
To whom thou giv'ſt relief; 

Tho? ſubjects ſhew profound reſpect, 

Nor duty wilfully neglect, Fey 
Thy abſence cauſes grief. 


Come, then, thou pleaſing beauty bright! 
Refide with me both day * al, = 
Diſplay thy lovely charms ; 
Be thou diffus'd within my breaſt, 
And let me ſtill fecurely reſt 
Infolded in thy arms. 


Thro' all the various ſcenes of life, 
Preſerve me free from envious ſtrife, 
On heav'n till to rely x _ 

For true protectiag aid; and w 

Time terminates in death, ol! then 

To thee, O heav'ial! tofly, 


s o NG CCCLAXXVIN. _ 
The INCURIOUS. Sug at Vauxhall, 


FN 1VE-me but a wife; I expect not'to-find 1 

Each virtue and grace in one female combin : +: 'Y 
No goddeſs for me; tis a woman I prize, 1 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to old; A 


Or ſhe claims my reſpekt, like a mother, if old >* 
* 2 = — : Wt ! : 
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Thus either can pleaſe me, ſince woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wile. 

Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her eye; 

If blind, ſhe the roving of mine cannot ſpy: 


Thus either is lovely; for woman I prize, 


And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


If rich be my bride, ſhe brings tokens of love ; 
If poor, then the farther from pride my remove : 
Thus either contents me; for woman I prize, 


| And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


I ne'er ſhall want converſe, if tongue ſhe poſſeſs; 
And if mute, ftill the rarity pleaſes no lefs : 

I'm fuited to either ; for woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


Then ceaſe, ye profane, on the ſex to deſcant 

If you've wit to diſcern, of charms they've no want : 
Each fair can make happy, if woman we prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


SON G CCCLXXXIX.. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
e Daphne was the prettieſt maid 
The eyes of love cou'd ſee; 

And but one fault the charmer had, 

*T'was cruelty to me, 

n *T'was RS ER... 
No ſwain that e'er the nymph ador'd 

Was fonder, or was younger; | 
Yet, when her pity I implor'd, 

_ *Twas, Stay a little longer, 
Tas, &c., | _ e EE TNT) 
It chanc'd I met the blooming fair, uf 
One May morn, in the grove; lic gi! 
When Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, 
Now, now's the time for love, 


Now, &. I claſp'd 


10 
Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 307 


I claſp'd the maid; it wak'd her pride: 
What! did I mean to wrong her! 
Not fo, my gentle dear, I We; 
But love will ſtay no longer, 
But love, &c. 


Then, kneeling at her feet, 13 | 
How much I lov'd, how well ; 
And that my heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell, 
With her, &c. 


Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the eye 
Of all my care's prolonger: 
Yet Daphne utter'd with a ſigh, 
Oh ! ſtay a little * 
Oh! ſtay, &c. 


The conflict in her ſoul I ſaw - 
Twixt virtue and defire : 
Oh! come, 1 cry'd, let Hymen's Jaw. 
Girve ſanction to love's fire, 
Give ſanction, &c. 


Ye lovers, gueſs how great my joy ! 
Cou'd rapture well prove ronger 5 
When Virtue ſpoke, in Daphne's voice, 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer, 

You now— ſhall my no longer. 


8 0 eee, f 


Sung by Mrs, Clive, in the Farce of High Life 
below Stairs. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. | 
1OME here, fellow ſervants, and liſten to me, 
Pl! ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior n 
Are only dependents, no better than we, 
Are only . no e ayes we. 


4 
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PR. PHE FRENT; 
Both high and. low in this do apree, 
Tis here, fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant, 

and all in a livery, 
Tis here, fellow fervant, and there, feliow ſervant, 
and all in a livery, all in a livery. 4 4 


See Fender fine ſpark in embroidery dreſt, 
Who bows to the great, and, if they ſinile, 1 is bleſt; 
What is he, i'faith, but a ſervant at beſt? 

Cho. Both high, &c. 


Nature made all alike, no diflin&ion 95 0 craves; 

So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its 
2... Rabves)} 

For we are all ſervants, but they are all 1 

Both high, &c. 


S The fat ſhinin glutton looks up to his helf, 
The wrinkled lean miſer bows down to his elf, 
And the cur]-pated bean 1s a flave to himſelf, | 
Both high, Kc. | 


The gay ſparkling belle, who the whole: town n.alarms, 
And _ _"_ _ and neck, ſets the ſmarts all in 


| Is a vaſal | harſelf 2 mere Hodge to * charms. 
Both high, &c. | 


Then we'll drink like onr horny, and ugh "v0 
and love; 
And when ſick of one place, to another we'll move, 
For with little and great, the bet joy is to rove. 
Both high and low in this do agree, 
'Tis here, fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant, | 
and all in a livery. 
'Tis here, fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant, 
and _w a livery, all in a livery. 
- > 08 N G 


s 
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8 ON G CCCXCI. 
Sung i in Eliza, an Englich Opera. 
ITH ſwords on their thighs the bold yeo- 


men are ſeen, 
For their country they arm, their religion and queen. 
How glorious their ardour to lay down their lives 
In defence of their freedom, their children and wives! 


Ye tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 

How = uards all our ſhores, and protects oi our 
ds. 

As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules frong, 

She's the queen 2. mirth, and the joy o our ſong. 


To Liberty raiſe up > the high chearful ſtrain, 
Fill the goblets ons to the lords of the main. 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 


Shall drive each invader far out of the land. 


s ON CCCXCII, 
To DEL IA. St by Mr. Arve. 


SO ” 8 ins, unknown before, 
boſom feels, 

r bliſsful dow'e | 

8 deareſt Delia dwells. | 

That way I daily drive my Kock! 
Ahl happy, vale! + 
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Sometimes at midnight I do ſtray . - 
Beneath inclement ſkies, ; 

And there my true devotion pay 

To Delia's fleep-ſcal'd eyes: 
So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 

ith tedious travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay-cold tomb 

Of ſome lov'd fav'rite ſaint, 

Of ſome, &c. Sa 


O tell, ye ſhades, that fold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, 
Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe bleſſings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain? | 
But let me not at fate repine, 
And thus my grief impart: 
She's not your tenant ;—ſhe is mine 
Her manſion is my heart, 
Her manfion is my heart. 


SONG CCCXCIIL. h 
Sung by Mr. BRAND. Set by Dr. Arne. | 
OME, all you young lovers, who, wan with 
deſpair, e rt ae HD. 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and figh for the fair; 


Who puff up their E by enchanting their charms, 


And tell them 'tis heaven to lie in their arms; 
| Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me; 
For, let what will 
By Jove I ll be free ; 


For, let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free, 


Young Daphne I ſaw ; in the net I was caught; 
8 1 1y'd and I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught; 


| happen, by Jove I'll be free, 5 


I preſs'd 


Hg 


t*. C5 — 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 311 
I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe ted full ſoon ; 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon. 
She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd ; I ſaid it might be; 
I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove P11 be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, ck. | 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the morn z 

The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn : 

J laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 

That none can be handſome but ſuch as are kind. 
Her pride and ill- nature were loſt upon me, 
For, in ſpite of fair faces, by Jove Ill be free, 
By Jove Pl! be free, &c. 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys ; 
Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe : 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd ; (tis ſure a ſtrange rage!) 
And, like birds, they ſing beſt when they're put in 
a cage. 
| Contuctnacy the devil; 'twas ne er made for me; 
Let who will be bond-ſlaves, by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove l'Il be free, &c. 


Then let the briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 
Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool : | 
Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me; 
For, let what will happen, by Jove Ill be free, 
By Jove I'll be free; {ent 4 LH 
For, let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free. 


. 4 | 
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| SONG CCCXCTY. 
An ODE to ECHO. Sea 6y Dr. Hayes. 
AIR. © 
| AUGHTER ſweet of voice and air, 
D Gentle Echo, haſte thee here ; 
rom the vale, where all around 
Rocks to rocks return the ſound ; 
From the ſwelling ſurge that roars 
| *Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten ſhores ; 
1 From the filent moſs-pgrown cell, 
| Haunt of warbling Philomel ; 
| Where, unſeen of man, you lie, 
Queen of woodland harmony. 


| | REciTATIVE. | 
Liſten, nymph divine, and learn * 
Strains to make Nareiſſus burn; : 
Hark! the heav'nly ſong begins; 
Air, be till; breathe ſoft, ye winds ; 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd choir, | 
While Dione ſtrikes the tyre. 


See, each eye, each 1 d ear. | 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to bear; 
All around enchantment reigns, 
Such the 1 of her ſtrains; | 
Strains which, if thou canſt but learn, H 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. S, 


ReciTaTiveE 18 


Echo, ſhould they fail to move 
His obdurate heart to love: 
Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
Borrow her enchanting air. 


A | 


Air. 


Learn her caſe, and elegance 

Of motion, in the airy dance; 

Learn the grace with which ſhe ſtrays 
Thro' the f ht fantaſtic maze : 

Add a thouls nd charms untold, 

Should Narciſſus {till be cold; 

Charms, the leaſt of which would n move 

His obdurate heart to Ons | 


SONG CCCXCV. i 
JOHNNY and JENNY. 4 Dialogue. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. The Word: by Mr. Moore. 


He. ET rakes for 22 range the town, 
Or miſers doat on golden guineas ; 

lenty ſmile, or fortune frown ; . 

Ie ſweets of love are mine and Jenny“ 55 
Mine and Jenny's, mine and Jenny's; 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 31 


The ſweets of love are mine and jenny's. 


Ce, Let wanton maids indulge deſire; 
How ſoon the fleeting pleaſure gone "2 
The joys of virtue never tire, 
And ſuch ſhall till be mine and Johnny's, 


Mine and Johnny's, &, _ 
He. Together let us ſport and play, i 
She. nd live in pleaſure where no fin is: 


He. The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, | 
She. And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny's s. 


1 2 Jenny's, Johnny Jenny N. 
He. 


She. And wedlock's bands make ny ſenny's. 


He. And wedlock's hw make jeuny Johnny's. 


He, 


enny Johnny's, Jenny E . 
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He. Let roving ſwains young hearts invade ; 
The pleaſure ends in ſhame and folly ; 

So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd, 
The poor believing, ſimple Molly, 
Simple Molly, &e. | 


She. So Lucy lov'd, and lightly toy'd, 


And laugh'd at harmleſs maids who marry 


But now ſhe finds her ſhepherd cloy'd, 
And chides too late her faithleſs Harry, 
Faithleſs Harry, &c. 


He. But we'll together, &c. 
She. And live in pleafure, &c. 


* 4 * 


Ke. By cooling ſtreams our flocks we'll feed, 
And leave deceits for knaves and ninnies; 
Or fondly ſtray where love ſhall lead, 
And every joy be mine and Jenny's, 
Mine and Jenny's, &c. 85 3 
Sbe. Let * the faithleſs boſom fright ; 

The conſtant heart is always bonn: 
Content and peace, and ſweet delight, 
And love, ſhall live with me and Johnny, 

Me and Johnny, &c. 


He. Together then we'll ſport and pla , 


Sbe nd live in pleaſure where no fin is: 
He. The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, 


She. And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny's, | 


She. Johnny Jenny's, Johnny jenny's. 
He. jenny Johnny's, nny Johany's, 


She. And wedlock's bands make Jouny's.. 
He. And wedlock's bands make Jenny Johnnys. 


1 


—2— 


Sung 5 in the [NS of Raga Sorcerer. 


NOME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
( Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
| To celebrate harveſt home : 
* *'Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt honfe, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


Our labour 1s o'er, our barns in full here 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 


Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 


His can and his laſs in his hand: 
3 For Ceres, &c. 


No courtier can be ſo happy a as we, 
In innocence, paſtime, and mirth, 


While thus we earouſe with our fweetheart or ſpouſe, 


And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, | 
When Ceres bids play and keep —_— 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. a 


80 NG cecxcvn. 
Set y Count de St. Germain. 


I! would'ſ thou know what ſacred charm 
| This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 
What kind of nymph. the heav'ns decree, 
The maid that's made for love and ms 5 | 


Who joys to near the ſigh fincere, - 
Wo melts to ſee the tender tear, 
From each ungen'rous paſſion free; 


6 be ſuck the maid — me. 


1 44 


4 
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Whoſe heart with gen rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beftows,, 
Gentle to all, but kind tome; _ 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 


Are all the natives of her heart; 


A gentle train from falſhood free; 


Be tuch the maid that's made for me. 

i 
Avaunt ! ye light coquettes, retire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire ; 
Unmoy'd your tinſel.'d charms I ſee; 
More genuine beauties are for me. 


SO Nan - CCCXCVII....: 
C ANT AT A. Ser by Mr, Stanley. 
4X7 HO'LL buy a heart? Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, a praceful air, * 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 
A pair of eyes, that wound at ſight, 
And ſoil the di'mond's piercing light. 
55 RxcirATIvE. 


Come hither, ye that long to prove 


The ſoul-enchanting joys of love; 


Quickly, quickly come; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 


8 5 
But let no ſordid wretch n 
With even Ciœſus' wealth to come; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold. 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, | 
For love's the only coin I take, 
| © | SONG 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 39 
8s ONO Cc. 
C ANT AT A. Se by Mr. Stanley. 


| ReciTaTive, 


A in a penſive form Myrtilla ſat, 
Revolving on the will of Fate, 
A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 

Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair. 


Alx. 


Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, 
„ Fm come to buy a heart of thee: 

With tranſport I receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Could I command the ſtarry train, 

For thee I'd give it back again; 
And if I Re. to make thee mine, 
The univerſe ſhould all be thine. 


Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries ;. 
Merit the be deſerves the prize: 
The tale you've heard was falſely told ; 
Myrtilla's heart can ne'er be fold, 


| SONG CCCC. Be. 
Sung in The Shepherd's Lottery. 
| Set by Dr. Boyce. 
HEN fairies dance round on the grafs,, _ 
And revel to night's awful noon, 


D ſay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 
All by the clear light of the moon? oN 
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My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen; 2 
| "Then can I refuſe you your boon ? 
J'!l meet you at twelve on the green, | | 
All by the clear light of the moon. 
I'll meet you at twelve on the green, 
All by the clear light of the moon. 


The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, 
Then charms all the plains with his tune, 
And glad of the abſence of morn, 
Salutes the pale light of the moon: 
How ſweet is the jeſſamine prove! 
And ſweet are the roſes of June; 
But ſweeter the language of love, OY. 
_ Breath'd forth by the light of the moon. 
Bat ſweeter, &c. 5 


—— 


— — 
n 4 


j | Too flow rolls the chariot of day, 
' Unwiling to gra me my boon : 
Away, envious ſunſhine! away, 

Give place to the light of the moon: 
But ſay, will you never deceive | 
Ihe laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, 
i And leave a ſoft maiden to grieve | 
; Alone by the light of the moon ? 
l And leave, &c. 


E The planets ſhall tart from their ſpheres, 

| Ere I prove ſo fickle a loon; © 

Believe me, I'll baniſh thy fears, | 

1 Dear maid, by the light of the moon: 
Our loves When the ſhepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their pipes ſhall attune, 

[ While we our ſoft pleaſures renew, 

| | Fach night hy the light of the moon: 

White we our ſoft pleaſures renew, 
Each night by the light of the moon. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCCI. 
Written by William Whitehead, E/; Poet Lauren. 
Sung by Mr. BEA RD. 


ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
' And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleaſing plague ſtole on me: 
Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no Graces revel ; 
»Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fat ates 
Have rather been uneivil, 
Havre rather been uneivil. 


*Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 3 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, © 
Like any other woman: | 
Her voice, her toach, might give the alarm 
*Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, ris that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all Wr. 


s 0 N cocen. ee 
The Words by Mr. Garrick. Ser by Mr. bend. 2 


N CE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, _ | 

To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 

A flame which time can never l. : 
But burns for thee, * Fegg): 


4 j . 


; 1 "If 4 g 
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All's happy when ſhe's in my ſight ; 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs 


on T HE BRE Nr; 


Vou, greater bards, the lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 


Than to record the ſparkling wit 


And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 


Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Pegpy. 


When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 


Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 


It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 


As does my lovely Peggy : 


I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 


And 2 me) nought but truth I ſay 
The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 


Wich her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 


To pleaſe my lovely Peggy: 
With her a cottage would delight; 


night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro' the grove, 


Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 

So long ſhall | love Peggy: 

And, when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 


£ 


My words ſhall be when I depart, 


Adieu, my lovely Peggy ! . 


SON 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 327. 


$ ON G cim. + 
Sung by Mr. MaTTOCKS, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HE echoing hora calls the ſportſmen abroad; 

To horſe, my brave boys, and away! 

The morning is: up, and-the cry of the bouuds 

Upbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we find in ide 74 the fox! 
O'er hills, and o'er vallevs, he 3 

Then follow we'll ſoon overtake him - Huzza! 

The traitor is ſciz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant : returning at night with the oil,; 
Like Dacchanals ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſu, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune. let; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours: 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


* 

SONG CCCCIV. _ 8 

Sung by Miſs Baxxr, in Thomas and Sally. 
Ser by Dr. Arne. | 


Y former time, how briſk and gay! 
So blithe was I as blithe could be; 

But now I'm ſad, ah! well-a-dayz  _ 
For my true love is gone to ſea. 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, . 
Their wheedling arts are loſt on me; 
For I, to death, ſhall love but one, 
And he, alas! is * to ſea. 5 
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As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent ſne; 
So will I droop, fo will I mourn, | 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 
SONG CCCCV. 

Sung by Miſs PortisR, is Thomas and Sally. 
; Set by Dr. Arne, | 0 

THAT May-day of life is for pleaſure, 
1 For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure 

In ſighing, and crying— Heigho? _ 
Let's copy the bird in the meadows; 

By her's tune your pipe when *tis low : 
Fly round, and coguette it as ſhe does, 

And never fit crying Heigho! 

Though, when in the arms of a lover, 

Tt ſometimes may happen, I Know-. 
That, ere all our toying is over, 
Me cannot help crying - Heigho! _ 
In age ev'ry one a new part takes; 

I find to my forrow tis ſo 
When old, you may cry till your heart aches, 

And no one will mind you—tleigho! . 


+ . $0 NG CEcevL. 
Surg by Mi/: BARNT, in Thomas and Sally. 
uu. 4. 4. 1+... HO 
X/ ERE IV poor as wretgh can he, 
As great. as ariy. monarch, he, — 
Ere on ſuch tefms I'd mount his throne,” 
1 work my fingers to the bone. 9 


Grant 


Or, BENGLISH SYREN. geg 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, (L aſk not wealth) 
Grant me but innocence and health; 

Ah! what 1s grandeur link'd to vice ? 8. 
"Tis only virtue gives it price. 


SONG CCCCVII, 
Sung by Mis PorT1eR, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 5 * 
HEN I was a young one, what girl was like 
e 5 f 8 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; _ 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where- eber 
A fiddle was heard, — to be ſure I was there, 
To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay; _ 
»Twas, This, Sir—and That, Sir — but ſcarce. ever 


Nay; | Ny RD 
And, ab £4 dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 
At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 
Well reſt kim—We all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous —tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me, but let me alone 3 | 
Egad ! Pve a tongue, and | paid him his own: ; 
e wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is un- 
tow'rd, * | 


Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word.” 


But now Pm quite alter'd, the more to my woe ; 
I'm not what | was forty ſymmersago: ._ 
This Time's a ſore foe ; there's no ſhunning 


However, I keep. up à pretey good heart. | | 


5 | 
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Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum- chance; 
I ſtill love a tune, though unable to dance ; 

And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 

I teach chat to others I once did myſelf. 


SONG CCCCVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
T IFE'sa arden, rich in treaſure, 
J „ Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth: 


There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure; 
But ' tis love muſt give them birth. 


Tbat warm ſun its aid denying, 
We no happineſs can taſte; 
But in cold obſtruction lying, 
Life is all one barren waſte. 


n 
8 ON G CCCCI X. 

Sung by Mr. Mar rocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
n 2h 

HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 

From nymph to nymph; I trove in vain 

My wild defires to rally: 

But now they're of Gele come home, 

And, ſtrange | no longer ſeek to roam; 


1 


They center all in Sally. 


| Yet the, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy: 464 
Can love with ruin tally ? 


— 8 


b 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 


I 0 all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 5 


S then, oh come ! thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally, 


FFF 


SONG CECCY. 


Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, and Mi/; Baewr, in 
Thomas and Sally. | 


Mr. Mattocks. | 
NOME, come, my dear girth [ chuſt not be deny'ds 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, andrant it away; 
I'll give you this purſe, and, hark you, beſide 
We'll 8 and we'Il toy, all che long ſummer's * 


7 kibing 2 foving yoo ſors alt bo air. 

Of ki ing and toying you ſoon will be tir 

Should poor hap lets s Sally conſent to be naught ; E 
Beſides, Sir, 8 me, I ſcorn to be hir'd 1 


The heart's not worth gaining which is to be 
bought. 


£ 
* 4 


Mr. Mattocks.. g 
Fear not, my dear Sally, the world's buſy UG i 
Soon above ſcandal my girl ſhall be put; , If 
Then laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, ., 
At draggle-tail Chaſtity walking on foot. 5 
Miſs Brent. 
If only the fear of the world made me iby, 

My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown; © 
Their pardon 'twere eaſy with money to buy z 
But ow, tell me how, I could * my Own... 


* T 4 
"rg . 
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| Mr. Mattocks. Fo 
1 Lovve marcals to grey beards; thoſe lips were deſign” d 
[ For veiter employment 


| Miſs Brent. 
— — I'll not be a whore! 
Mr. Matracks. | 
E fie, child !- love bids you be rich and be kind; 


Miſs Brent. 
But virtue coinmands me, Be honeſt and poor. 


$ON G CCCCXI. 


Sung by Mr. Baan b, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
ROM bak the ocean, and threſhing moun- 


cer, 


F © In Old England we're landed once more; 

| Your 1 my brave comradea, balloo, boys, what 
- | Cheer | 5 

For a ſailor that's juſt come aſhore ? 


| Thoſe heQoring blades thought to ſcare us, no doubt, 
| And to cut us and flaſh us—Morbheu ! 

| But hold there - avaſt— they were plaguily out; 
We have flic'd them, and pepper'd them too. 


Then 2 my hearts, your own conſoquence 

now, 

Von invaders ſhall ſoon do yau rigbt: 

The Lion may rouſe, when he as the cock Crow, | 
* ſhould. never be Pot in a i fright, . 


Vou' ve 


zn 'd 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 37 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 

And let ail your firife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country beſt. 


A ſeafaring ſpark if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering 7 es look to't ; 

Sound bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry reſpeR, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 

But ' wate thoſe falſe colours - for better, for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 


Now long live the kin ing. may he 7 leaping reign, 

Of no pawer, no faction, afrai 

May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd ! 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe ſail; 
No ignorafit pilots e'er fit at her helm, 
Or her ehen of "HEN fail! 


SQNG cc 


Sung 2 Mis PoiTIER, in Thomas and Sally. 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


Ar you wha would wiſh to ſucceed dial, 
Learn how the affair's to be done ; | 

For, if you, ſland faoling, and ſhy, like an a 
You'll laſe her, as due a gun. 
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With whining, and ſighing, eas act all that, 
As far as you pleaſe. you may run; 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip, and call her. bright goddeſs, is fine! 

But, mark you the conſequence, mun; 
The baggage will think herlelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, wad lou, 
And no opportunity ſhun; 
She'll tell you ihe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out; 
But mum - ſhe's as ſure as a gun. 


OTE TEETEE TREE TOE UT EETETEETTTELETEY 
„„ Fang enn. 
Sung by Miſs BRENT, in Thomas and Sally. 
2 93 Set by Dr. Arne. 
A h time of 0 ſpirits, guard my love, 


In time of danger near him *bice ; 
With out-ſpread. wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide, 


Ard you, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord ; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword, 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 

Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gentle heave 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till, haleyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and oſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſnore, 


And harbours ſafe in i theſe fond arms. 
8 2 N 6 


or, ENGLISH SYREN. 329 
. 7. © 2 
Sang by Mr: Beard, and Miſs Baur, in Thomas 
- © and Sally. Ser by Dr. Arne. 

F Ex fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; | 
I ſpeak without di by or art, 55 
And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


a ' 


f Let ladies prudiſhly deny, | CY ES 
. Look cold, and give their thoughts the lyez - 
7 I own the paſſion in my, breaſt, | 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 25 
1 N 2 Thoma. . 3 5 e : oY 
For this the failor, on the maſt, 5 
Endures the cold and cutting blaſt; 
All dripping wet, wears ouc the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight, 
For this the virgin pines, and fighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes, 


Till fweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, 

And claſps the faithful lad the loves. 

Lent 047 coy Date. - . 

Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, yowll find, 

The Britiſh virgins will be kind? 
Protect their beauty from alarms, En, 
And they'll repay you with its charms. 


4 * 5 
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GN 

"IN ON bs Set by Dr. Arne. 8 

<= Met in our village a ſwain t'other day: 
| He ſtopt me, and begg'd me a moment to ſtay ; 

Then bluſh'd, and, in language I ne'er heard before, 

He tatk'd much of love, and ſome pains that he bore, 

But what was his meaning I know not, I vow ; 

Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


e 


Zach morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 
He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, 
And begs me to wear theſe fine things in my breaſt: 
* But what is his meaning I know not, I vow; 
Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but mez. + * 
He gazes with tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 

And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
But what is his meaning 1 know not, I yow ; 4 
Pet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell by 


I oft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 

And hear him, poor youth ! breathe a thouſand of 
„ 5 „ 
He tells me, no nymph in the world is like me, 

Nor ſhepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 

But what is his meaning I know not, I vow; 

Vet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


Why does the dear ſhepherd to me thus complain, 
And fy that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain? 
Indeed, were 1 ſure (for his fate I deplorey 


F That he ſuffer'd for me, he ſhould ſuffer no more: 


* » * 
F . 
„ „ TCH 
1 a. & *# 


I'd do all { could to relieve him, I vo. 
That my heart might have eaſe, tho'I cannot tell how. 


_— 


* 
fore, 
ore: 
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Sang by Mr. BEARD, and 1 / Brent, N 


F or this the ſailor, on the maſt, 


Protect their beauty from alarms, 
And they'll repay you with its chary 


——_ S 
* F 2 N CL 
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Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 329 
SONG CCCCXIV, 


| and Sally, Ser by Or. Arne. 


1 Thomas, | 
7 fops pretend i in flames to melt, 
Poly, x dall of ,pangs they never felt z 
1 ſpeak without ad bet e or „ 


And with wy hand ſtow 9 
Sally. 


Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 

Look cold, and give their thoughts the hes - 
I own the paſlion i in my breaſt, 

And long to make my lover die. 


Thomas, 


Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


Sally. 


For this the virgin pines, and fighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming ey 
Till clap reverſe of joy ſhe proves, 
And cla ps the faithful lad ſhe aun 


Duetts. 


Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll / 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind 


15 
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1 Set by Dr. Arne. 
1 Met in our village a ſwain t'other day : 

He ſtopt me, and begg'd me a moment to ſtay ; 
Then bluſh'd, and, in language I ne'er heard before, 
He talk'd much of love, and ſome pains that he bore: 
But what was his meaning I know- not, I vow ; 

Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


84. 


Each morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 
He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he pieks from the reſt, 
And begs me to wear theſe fine things in my breaſt: 
But what is his meaning I know not, I vow; 
Vet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me 
He e with tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
[ And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
Bot what is his meaning I know not, I vow ; 
| alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 
him, poor youth! breathe a thouſand of 
83 7 | 
no nymph in the world is like me, 
| alive ſo unhappy as he: 
is meaning I know not, I vo W 
poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


dear ſhepherd to me thus complain, 
ny eyes are the cauſe of his pain ? 
| L ſure (for his fate I deplore) 
b | d for me, he ſhould ſuffer no more: 
| uld to relieve him, I vow, _ 
might have caſe, tho? I cannot cell how. 
| 8 ON 


—— ———— 


SONG CCCCXVI. | it 
©ing in the Serenata of Solomon, Set by Dr. Boyce. #8 
N his face the vernal roſe, | | | 


hs Blended with the lily, glows 3 
Ire; | His locks are as the raven black, 
In ringlets waving down his back. 
His eyes with milder beauties beam 
Than b doves beſide the ſtream; 
b His youthful che.ks are beds of flow'rs, 
x Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs. 
t: His lips are of the roſe's hue, 


Still dropping with a fragrant dew; 
Tall as the cedar he appears, 
And as erect his form ke bears. 


8 ONG CCCC XVII. = 

The SCHOOL of ANACREON. 4 Cartata. 

Sung by Mr. BxarD. Set by Dr. Arne. 1 

| RzeciTaTivE | | 

"HE feſtive board was met; the ſocial band JI 
L Roupd fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent ſtands J} 
My ſons, (began the ſage) be this the rule, 4! 

No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 

Old Care, be gone !—here ſadneſs were a fin. 


jay! a, 
Tell not me the joys that wait 23 

On him that's learn*d, or him that's great: IR 
Menlch and wiſdom Idefpile, © It 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe: i 1 


„ THE BREN T; 


[| The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 

[| And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own, S FE 
| And I was born for them alone, 


Bus'neſs, title, pomp and ſtate, 
Give them to the fools I hate; 
But let love, let life be-mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine! 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay. 

_ Gaily let the minutes fly, 

In love, in freedom, wit and joy: 

So ſhall love and life be mine; 

| Bring me women, bring me wine ! 

4 Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay. 


i IACCRVOE 
if " Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne. 
NA fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleſt, 


' Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 
That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro' the day: 

But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear! | 
| Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er? 
| 


Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Sha!l the dance on the green be no more ? 


[ :uk the flocks from their paſtors. be led? 
| Mouſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad ? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 

| And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 

| Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 
And ſhall commerce grow fick of the tide 
| Muſt Religion expire on the ground, 
And hall Virtue fink down by her fide? 

1 
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SONG cen. 


The Words by Mr 
|  Recirarive. | 
9 WAS when the ſeas were roaring, 


With hollow blaſts of wind, 


A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd : 
Wide oder the foaming billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look; 


Her head was crown'd with willows, 


That trembled o'er the brook. 
| Alx. 6. 
Twelve months are on and over, 
And nine long tedious days, 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 


Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 


And let my lover reſt; 5 
Ah! what's ws troubled motion, 


To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 


Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To the loſing of my dear ? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and di'monds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo, 


How can they ſay that Nature 


Flas nothing made in vain? 
Why then, beneath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain? 


Or, ENGLISH SYREN. 


333 


. Gay. Nea fet by Mr. Jackſon. 


THE RN I NTM 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, ; 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, d 
And leave the maid to weep. | 


Thus melancholy lying, 
| n N ſhe for ber dear, 
Repaid each blaſt with ng, 
Each billow with a — - 
When o'er the white waves + Rooping, 
His floating —_— the * 


Then like a lily : 
She bow'd her head and nd 


so G cœccxx. 

Sung by Miſs BxeyT, in The Beggars Opera. 

IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which 1n the . enamels the ground; ; 


Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, | 
| And gaudy butterflies frolic around. * 


4 But when once pluck'd, *tis no longer alluring ; 1 1 
Io Covent-Garden tis ſent, as yet ſweet; 6 
4 There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring; 


Rots, ſtinks, and . and is trod under feet. 0 


Il $0NG cccoxx. 

WE Sung by Mr. Bzaxb, and Miſs BxanT, is | the 
— Parting Scene of The Beggars Qpera, 

HE miſer thus a ſhilling fees, 


Which he's obli Fr to pay; 
g's 12 hs reſigns it by degrees, 


fears * . 5 


"The 


== Ot ENGLISH SYREN. 35 
| The thos, when his ſparrow” 5 flown, 
The bird in ſilence eyes; 


But ſoon as out of fight tis gone, 
Wines, whimpers, ſobs, and cries. 


5 7 1 ＋ 


SONG CCCCXXIL.. 
The SLY SHEPHERD. A New Ballad. 


N a ſweet ſummer's eve, by the ſide of a ſtream, 
I liſten'd while Damon told Chloe his dream ; 
But firſt to this purpoſe the ſhepherd reveal'd 
* lhe deep wounds in has — which could not be 
| conceal'd. 


« 'Tis now quite an age ſince brit I made known, 
* Oh! faireſt of maidens, that my heart was your. 
F e 
And tho' time muſt have prov'd how ſincere was 
my mind, 


« To ſuch dictates of truth my dear Chloe is blind. 


To the world ſhe diſtributes her bleſſings around, 
But the man ſhe ſhould bleſs ſhe ee to 
£ « wound. 

* Oppreſt with theſe cares, laſt ni 
I dreamt that my liſe paid a · ſor 


And deſpairing of ever obtaining relief, 
* I'd recourſe to this ſtream to fini my grief. o 
hen, the better toſhew her what mf in his fleep, 
he ſly ſhepherd ſeem'd ready to 12 3 
Oſtop (ſaid themaiden) at length III prove kind,“ 
nd held him from doing what was ne er in his mind: 
and before ſhe deteded the art of the ſwain, 
She'd d to him what ** 180 


ht in the grove, 
4 5 


U 


What by humbleentreaties he ne'er would have gain'd: 


An admirable Old Sox. The Words by Mr. Booth. 


Soft as the down of turtle dove, | 


By this artful deceit the fly ſhepherd obtain'd 
From hence let the fair this ſhort maxim believe, 


That if truth cannot win em, men will learn to de- 
ceive. | 


« 
— 7 +. . - 1 * 
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SONG CCCCXXIII. 
The CONSTANT LOVE R. 


WEE T are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damaik roſe ; 


Gentle as air when Zephyr blows; 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains 
To ſun-burnt elimes, or thirſty plains, 


True as the needle to the pole, 


Or as the dial to the ſun ; | 5 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon: Bot 
From ev'ry other charmer free, 
My life and love ſhall follow thee. 
The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 0, 


The dam the tender kid purſues ; 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bow'rs, 

Of verdant ſpring her note renews : 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſoul's defire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe ; | 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of autumn flies: 4 
7 5 N | No 


Or, ENGLISH $YREN. * 


| change on love the ſeaſons bring, 
d. ** knows perpetual ſpring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing pace, 
de- Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
Ev'n marble tow'rs, and walls of braſs, 
In his rude march he levels low : 
+* If But Time deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the ſoul can ne*er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 
ch The gentle godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the bleſt above; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Love and his ſiſter fair — the ſoul, 7 
Twin- born from heav'n to ether came; 
Love can the univerſe ebe 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, : 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 


- $0.0 re . 
- The INVITATION. 
Sung by Mr. Lows, Mrs. VincenT, Mrs. ColLLetT, - 
JF and Mi Barth at MOTT OPIN 
OME, ye party-jal ling wains, | 
| C Leave your flocks, and quit the Plains; 0 
Friends to — or to — 


Nothing here ſhall pou your ſport 
Ever welcome _ — * 3 
Vo > Ee 5 : - Q Mr. 


I y — — — — — — 
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Mr. Lowe Lowe. 
Sprightly widows, come away; 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 
(Smiling hopes of future blifles).. 
Ever welcome, &c. 


Mrs. Collett. 
All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ring.” oh 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 


== he green, the ripe, the bud, the blow. 


Ever welcome, &c. 


Miſs Davis. 


Conte jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming; 
_ Raye and party-malice dies, | 

Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 

Ever welcome to our fealt, 


Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt, 


CET eee. 


8 ON G CCCCXXV. 
BACCHUS TRIUMPHANT. 
Sung Ly My. Lowk, at Marybone-Gardens. 


HE ſwain, with his flock, by a brook loves 0 
reſt, 


Wich ſoft rural lays to drive grief from his ed 
Ide fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold; 
The Briton, his foe —and the miſer, his gold. 


The pleaſurgs I chuſe, yield more joy to my ſo ſoul, 
The delight of my heart is a full-flowing bowl. 


The huntſman, fatigu'd with the toil of the chace, 


By the kde of a — Ich «+ T5 


ENGLISH SYREN. gag. 
At his my s feet, the fond lover to whine ; 
T'i.c beau, at the play or aſſembly to ſhine. 9. 

The pleaſures ] chuſe, &e, Lor ** dre + 
My Chloe's in rapture, to hear herſelf p t 
The courtier, to find that his income is 2 
Some nymphs love the town, and in jewels to ſhine, 
And ſome ſpiritieſs lovers, in ſilence to pine. awe 
The pleaſures I chuſe, &c. | 


Some cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and foms hs 
Some talking, ſome fiddhn , ome dancing, ſome * 
Their choices are dull - there's a ſpirit in wine, 
That more than enlivens with rapture divine: 
That pleaſure I chuſe, it yields joy to my foul, 
The delight of my heart is a full- flowing bowl. 


2. .@N'S CCCCXXVI. | 
The KNIFE-GRINDER. 

Sung at Sadler's- Wells. 8 
HERE's ks aue $in, of er'ty degree, 
From jewe]-deck'd great, to low poverty 3 

Whatever the Ration, it ſharpens the ſenſe, . 

And the wheel goes round, to wind in the pence, 
Maſter- grinders enough at the helm you may and, 
Tho? I'm bat a journeyman — Knives __—_— 

Whatever the ſtateſman may think of himſelf, 

He turns Fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelfz _ 

He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to obtain, 

And his country * Rarve, ſo he pockets e — 4 
Maſter-grinders, 

The rich grind the poor, is 2 ſaying of olds 

The merc Gs ns 

Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian 

3 of all forts, of cu e 

Q 2 Tue 


1 


« Maſter-grinders, &c. 
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The patriot, with zeal animated, declares 
The curtain he'l] draw, and diſplay the ſtate-play*rs; 
= 15 ſtaunch grinder, * bet As - hand rt i 21d 
nd they're mightily gall'd by the grit of his ſtone, 
Maſter-grinders; Kc. opens e e gt 


J too am 2 grinder: what, what, Sirs, of that? 

I am but in taſte, fince J copy the great; 

To be, Sirs, ingenuous, I'll tell you my mind; 

"Tis for what I can get, makes me willing to grind, 
Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Tho' I'm but a journeyman— Knives to grind. 


1 SONG ccc ii. 
The CONTENTED MILLER. 
Sung by Mr. Hups0N, at Ranelagh. 


N a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, 
1 With a mill, and ſome meadows—(a freehold 
eln 8 1 | 
A well-meaning miller by labour ſupplies 
Thoſe bleſſings that Nature to grand ones denies ; 
No paffions to plague him, no cares to torment, * 
His conſtant companiens are health and content: 
Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, 
Por he's honet—tho'daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


Ere the larks early carol ſalutes the new Jay, 
He ſprings from his cottage, as 12 as May; 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 
Or fings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 
While courtiers are toiFd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 
No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom does fill, 1 
Contented he works if there's grift for his mill. 


—— —  — 
— ] — . Ee RO 
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On 


8 


* 


| ENGLISH) S FRE N. . 3 


On wy his homeeſpun, a Ar 
At church he's the loudeſt to N os + Ber - . 
Sits down to d dinner of plain 
And, tho' ſimple the pudding, his een $i 3 
At night, when the prieſt and exciſemn are al 

He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no il, af 
=— N01 n more bien than the man 10 mill. 


* # © 


| BUT <2 


8 0 F 0 COCCXXVIT, 


FX 7 2 Ti 
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155 s you may diſcover 
B' 22255 iſhes touch my heart; 


Eyes can ſpeak, and tell the >> 
"What the tongue muſt not . | 


Bloſhing ſhame forbids rev: Tr 
1 your breaſt may di 
But tis hard, and paſt concealing, 
4 e we auh. — love. 


A 12 G οõ,jn &U ei 
favourite Son. Set by Dr. Boyce. 3 
AIL no more, ye learned afſes, * 
. 2 the ——— e 
n „ an ur | 
Wilden 1 06. bottom "ies 5 2 


_ © Shallow draughts perplex the braing 
e 


mz TIR IRE NT 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaure, 
Enter jollity and joj ;; 
| We for inking have no leifure, | 
Manly mirth is our employ: 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 
Weill the prefent hour engage 
And, when Death ſhall drop't curtain, 
With en we'll quit.the ſtage. 


8 0 N G CCCCXXX. | 


DAMON and PHILLIS,'a Paſtoral Dialogue. | 


Sung by Mr. Lows, and Miſi Dav1s, at Marybone- 
Gardens, Set by Mr. Berg. | 
Damon. OW fierce is the ſun !. 
_ Haſte, Phillis, let's run, 
To ſhelter a- while i in the grove; 
Voung Cupid reigns there, | 
And Pn ela — my fair, 
B/ telling you ſtories of love. 
Philliz, I'll tell you, young ſwain, 
hes You attack me in vain ; 
Too fatal the going might prove: 
For many a mai LESS: 
Has there been betray d, 
By lift ning to Rories of love. 


Damon. When paſſion's ſincere, 
There's no danger to fear; 


The ſpring- time of beauty im e; 
Nor 8 be ſaid, e 
Phillis dies an old mail. 
Averſe to the raptures of love... FE Ree 
Phillis, To hear the foft figh, = Erect 3 


When her lover is nigh, 172 ct. 
A nymph can't, perhaps, dilapprove : 


Da 


P} 


D. 


D. 


++ 


4 


5 „ 


— 
* 


I 
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or, ENGLISH STAREN. 


flatter her pride ? 
mo reaſon's her guide, 
She mate honour attendant on love. 


Damon. Tis with honour I buran, 
Yet, for mutual return, | 
With Phils now vainly Pve ſtrove L * 
See our flocks, how they join, « Þ 
Tis an omen. eine | 4 


Portending compliance and love. 


Phillis, Oh! Damon, I find, 
My heart ſeems inclin'd, 
The teſt of your paſſion to prove. 
Damon. Then be Hymen our guide, 
Be the nuptial knot ty'd, 
And let wedlock give ſanction to love. 


Duetlio. When love's gentle fire 
Enkindles deſire, | | 
Suppreſs the wild maxim to tove; ; 
Let the nymph and the youth 
Plight their honour and truth, 
And be happy in virtue and love. 


* 


s ONO CCCCXXXI. "=o 


The Sox d of DIANA. vg N. Partina, x 


at Covent-Garden Theatre. Jer by Dr. Boyce. . 


WII horns and with hounds I waken the days 4 
And hie to my Woodland walks away ; Y 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my forehead a wexing moon ; N 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 4 
And chaſe the wild goats er ſummits of rocks: 3 
With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce thro? the fy, . | 
And Echo turns jan. an dou Wes * cry. 


r 
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. SONG CCCCXXXIIL 
THROW the WOOD LADDIE. 
Sung by Miſs War, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 
Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn? 
O Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, | 
When naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I figh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, | 
- And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
Il 'm faſh'd wi their ſcorning, 
5 Baith ev'ning and morning, | 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander my ſell. 


Ihen ſtay, my dear Sawney, nae longer away, 
7 But quick as an arrow, | 
* Faſte here to thy Marrow, 
Wha's living in languor, till that happy day, | 
When throw the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
: and play. 5 e 
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